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UNIVERSITIES FOR MEN 


University of Detroit, Detroit, Mich. 
University of Dayton, Dayton, Ohio 
Catholie University of America, Washington, D.C. 


COLLEGES FOR MEN 


Loyola University, New Orleans, La. 

Mt. St. Mary’s College & Eccl. Sem., Emmitsburg, Md. 
Holy Cross College, Worcester, Mass. 

Seton Hall College, South Orange, N. J. 

Niagara University, College & Eccl. Sem., Niagara Falls, N. Y- 


COLLEGES FOR WOMEN 


College of Notre Dame, Belmont, Calif. 

Loretto Heights College, Loretto, Cole. 

Trinity College, Washington, D.C. 

St. Xavier College, 4928 Xavier Pk., Chicago, Ill. 

Barat College & Academy of Sacred Heart, Lake Forest, Ill. 

Rosary College, River Forest, Illinois. 

College of Notre Dame of Maryland, Baltimore, Md. 

St. Joseph’s College, Emmitsburg, Md. 

College of St. Teresa, Winona, Minn. 

Maryville College, Meramec St. & Nebraska Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

College & Academy of St. Elizabeth, Convent Sta., N. J. 

Georgian Court College, Lakewood, N. J. 

The College of St. Rose, Albany, N. Y. 

College of New Rochelle, New Rochelle, N. Y. 

College of Mt. St. Vincent-on-Hudson, N. Y. C. 

Pius X School of Liturgical Music,College of the Sacred Heart, 
133¢d St. & Convent Ave., N. Y. C. 

Marymount College & School, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

College Misericordia, Dallas, Pa. 

Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. 

Rosemont College, Rosemont. Pa. 


PREPARATORY SCHOOLS FOR BOYS 


St. Clement’s School for Boys, Canton, Mass. 

The Newman School, Lakewood, N. J. 

Salesian Institute, Boarding School.New Rochelle, N. Y.- 

Mount St. Michael’s,4300 Murdock Ave., New York, N. Y, 
Mount Assumption Institute, Boarding School, Plattsburg, N. Y. 
Malvern Prep School, Malvern, Pa. 

St. Aloysius Academy for Boys, West Chester, Pa. 

Mt. Sacred Heart Boarding School, Blanco Rd., San Antonio, Texas 


CAMPS 
Vénard Camp, Maryknoll Preparatory College, Clarks Summit, Pa, 

















ACADEMIES FOR GIRLS 


Academy of Our Lady of Mercy, Milford, Conn. 

Convent of the Sacred Heart, Mento Park, Calif. 

Junior College and Academy of the Immaculate Conception, 
Oldenburg, Indiana 

St. Catherine’s Academy, Springfield, Ky. 

Notre Dame of Maryland High School, Baltimore, Md. 

Marycliff Academy, Arlington Heights, Mass. 

Mt. St. Joseph Academy, Brighton, Mass. 

Academy of the Sacred Heart, Fall River,-Mass. 

Resary Academy, Watertown, Mass. 

St. Joseph’s Academy, Fontbonne College, St Louis, Mo. 

Academy of Sacred Heart, Taylorand Maryland Aves., St. Louis,Mo. 

Academy of the Visitation, 5448 Cabanne Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

Mt. St. Mary, Hookset Heights, N. H. 

Holy Angels Institute, Fort_Lee, N- J- 

Saint Vincent Academy, 226 W. Market St. Newark, N. J 

Oak Knoll School of the Holy Child, Summit,N. J. 

Academy of St. Joseph, Brentwood, N. Y. 

St. Clare’s School, Hastings-on-Hudson, Mount Hope, N. Y- 

Ladycliff-on-Hudson, Highland Falls, N. Y. 

Convent of the Sacred Heart, 1511 University Ave., N. Y. C. 

Academy of the Holy Child Jesus, 630 Riverside Drive, N. Y.C. 

Ursuline Academy, Grand Concourse and East 165th St., N. Y. C. 

Our Lady of the Star Boarding School, Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 

Academy of The Holy Child, Suffern, N. Y- 

Srs. of St. Francis, St. Anthony Convent & Novitiate, Syracuse, N. Y. 

Our Lady of Mercy Academy, Syosset, Long Island, N. Y. 

Mater Misericordiae Academy, Merion (Phila.) Pa. 

Academy of the Holy Child Jesus, Sharon Hill, Pa. 

Mt. de Chantal Academy, Wheeling, W. Va. 

St. Mary’s Springs Academy, Fond du Lac, Wis. 

Villa Maria Convent, Montreal, Quebec, Canada 

Jeanne d’Arc Academy, Milton, Mass. 


BUSINESS COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS 


Assisium Business Institute (Girls), 13-17 W. 128th St., N. Y. C. 


SCHOOLS OF NURSING 


Georgetown University Hospital, School of Nursing, Washington, D. C. 
St. Elizabeth School of Nursing,4300 N- ClaremontAve-» Chicago, Ill- 
Sr. Superior--St. Elizabeth Hospital,21st & Eastern Ave.,Covington, Ky. 
St. Joseph’s Hospital Training School, Mt. Clemens, Mich. 

St. Camillus School of Training, 328 Portage St., Kalamazoo, Mich. 
St. John’s Hospital Training School, St. Louis, Mo. 

Santa Rosa Infirmary, School of Nursing, San Aatonio, Texas 




















NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND 


MITE BOXES 


Charles Street, Baltimore 

Catholic College for Women conducted 
by the School Sisters of Notre Dame, 
Academic Department— High School 
Courses of College Preparatory Grade, 
Elementary Department, Music, Art, 
Physical Culture. For Catalogue, ad- 
dress: The Secretary. 
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PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


——"_ DANVERS, MASS.‘ 








A Country School. eighteen miles pyrene Bos- 
ton, preparing Catholic boys for College and 
Technical School. Every modern facility for 
student life. Write to Principal: Box 244. 

St. John’s Preparatory School, 


Danvers, Mass. 








THE ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME 
ROXBURY, MASS. 

Conducted by Sisters of Notre Dame of Namur. A 
Select Boarding School for Girls. Primary, Interme- 
diate, and Academic Ay siege Special facilities tor 
the study of Music and 

Aims :—Physical he Solid Knowledge; Cultured 
Manners: Thorough Moral and Religious Training. 

Address: THE SISTER SUPERIOR 





ST. MICHAEL’S COLLEGE 
Winooski Park, Vermont 
Conducted by the Fathers of St. Edmund, 
A.B.; Ph.B.; S.: Pre-Medicai Course. 
Prenaratory ‘Seminary for the Fathers of 
St. Edmund connected with the Institution. 


Send for cataloaue 
THE REGISTRAR 











For 
Missionary 
and 
Special 
Offerings 











Catalog free. Samples of various styles 
sent on receipt of twenty-five cents. 


EDWARDS FOLDING BOX COMPANY 
Makers of Folding Boxes of All Kinds 
29 No. 6th Street Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Ge Catholic Foreign Mission Society 9 America 


V. Rev. James Anthony Walsh, M. Ap., Superior General 


THE FIELD AFAR 


HIS paper is the organ of the 
Society at home and abroad. It 
is issued monthly except in the sum- 
mer when a special enlarged July- 
August number is published. 
Subscription rates: one dollar 
($1.00) a year; five dollars 
($5.00) for six years; fifty dol- 
lars ($50.00) for life. 





Entered at Post Office, Maryknoll, N. Y. 
as Seconp CLass Matter. 


Acceptance for mailing at special rate of 
postage provided for in section 1103, Act 
of Oct. 3, 1917; authorized Nov. 21, 1921. 





Make checks and money orders payable to 
‘The Maryknoll Fathers, Maryknoll, N. Y. 


Tor further information address: 


The Catholic Foreign Mission Society, 
Maryknoll, N. Y. 
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Established by action of the 
United States Hierarchy, April 27, 
1911. 

Authorized by His Holiness Pius 
X, at Rome, June 29, 1911. Final 
Approval by Pope Pius XI, May 7, 
1930. 


““Maryknoll”, in honor of the 
Queen of Apostles, has become the 
popular designation of the Society. 


Object—to train Catholic mis- 
sioners for the heathen, with the 
ultimate aim to develop a native 
clergy in lands now pagan. 

Priests, students, and Auxiliary 
Brothers compose the Society. 

Auxiliary Brothers participate as 
teachers, trained nurses, office as- 
sistants, and skilled workmen. 





IN THE UNITED STATES 


Central Administration and 
Seminary are at Ossining (Mary- 
knoll P. O.), New Vork, about 
thirty miles north of the metropolis. 
Students in the seminary make the 
usual six-year course in Philosophy 
and Theology. 

Maryknoll Preparatory Col- 
leges—These are at Clarks Summit, 
Pa.; Cincinnati, O.; and Los Al- 
tos, Calif. They admit to a six-year 
classical course youths who are 
ready for high school. 

Maryknoll Procures are located 
as follows: 

New York City, at 16 East 48th 
St. 

San Francisco, Caltf., at 1492 Mc- 
Allister St., corner of Scott. 

Los Angeles, Calif., at 1220 South 
Alvarado St. 

Seattle, Wash., at 1603 East Jef- 
ferson St. 

Maryknoll Japanese Missions. 
At Los Angeles, Calif., Maryknoll 
Fathers, 426 South Boyle Ave.; or 


Maryknoll Convent, 425 South Boyle 
Ave. At San Juan, Calif., Maryknoll 
Fathers, San Juan Bautista Mission. 
At Seattle, Wash., Maryknoll Con- 
vent, 507 Seventeenth Ave. 

House of Study in Rome, Italy, 
at Via Sardegna, 83. 





EASTERN ASIA ADDRESSES 
China— 

Maryknoll Procure, 160 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 

For Bishop Walsh and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kongmoon, 
Kwangtung, China 

For Fr. Meyer and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Pingnam, 
Kwangsi, China 

For Msgr. Ford and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kaying, via 
Swatow, China 

For Priests in Manchuria— 
Catholic Mission, Fushun, Man- 
churia 

For Sisters of Manchuria— 
Tenshudo, Dairen, Manchuria 

For Sisters in Hong Kong— 
Maryknoll Convent, 103 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 


Korea— 

For Msgr. Morris and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Peng Yang, 
Korea 

For Sisters— 

Maryknoll Convent, 
Catholic Mission. Yeng You, 
Korea 

Philippine Islands— 

For Priests— 

St. Rita’s Hall, Manila, P. I. 

For Sisters— 

St. Paul’s Hospital, Manila, P. I. 
Hawaiian Islands— 
For Priests— 
1701. Wilder Ave., 
Honolulu. Hawaii 
For Sisters— 
1722 Dole St. 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


ASSOCIATES 
VERY subscriber is registered 
as a member of the C. F. M. S. 
and remains such until the subscrip- 
tion expires. A life subscriber be- 
comes a Perpetual Member. 

As a member, the subscriber 
shares in over seven thousand 
Masses offered yearly by Maryknoll 
priests, and is remembered daily in 
the several Maryknoll communities. 
Members also share in the labors, 
sacrifices, and privations of the mis- 
sioners. 





Membership alone, without THE 
Fietp AFAr, may be secured for one 
year by an offering of fifty cents; 
in perpetuity by an offering of fifty 
dollars (payable within two years). 


CABLE ADDRESS: 
Maryknoll — Ossining, N. Y. 








BEQUEST FORM 

I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York, 
a corporation organized and existing 
under the laws of the State of New 
MOG eoriconucd davcelesincd Se (here 
NGETR LEGAL o i.6 Sinus bavceesie to be 
used by the said Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc.. 
for the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 





I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc.. 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York, 
a corporation organized and exist- 
ing under the laws of the State of 
INEM CY OPKG 6 6:2:5-06 cig ccc e ss (here 
CHEEKS LEDACYD nce- 55s acess seca to he 
used by the said Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc.. for 
the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. . 
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MARYRNOLL IN A “LAND OF OPPORTUNITIES” 


By the V. Rev. James Anthony Walsh, Superior General of Maryknoll 


URING his visitation 
last year of Far East- 
ern Maryknolls, the 
Society's Superior 
General had five fields 
to cover, in addition 
to Maryknoll activi- 
ties in Honolulu and 
Manila. 

Recent issues of THe Fietp 
Arar have recorded his findings 
in the three Missions located 
among the rice paddies and bam- 
boo groves of South China. We 
now follow him many hundreds 
of miles to the north, to the Man- 
churian Maryknoll, where during 
long months of the year there are 
blizzards and biting winds from 
the Mongolian steppes in lieu of 
South China’s enervating heat and 
ardent sky. 








Friends in Shanghai— 

I was already a few days behind 
my schedule, and an accident to the 
steamer on which I had engaged pass- 
age to Shanghai cut my time by an- 
other twenty-four hours, so that my 
stay in Shanghai was limited to an 
afternoon and a night. 

Fr. McCormack, who since Fr. Lane’s 
recall has been Acting Superior for 
our Manchurians, met me at Shanghai. 
There, too, I found again a kindly 
Belgian Father and the Tsus. Hours 
were few, but it was a joy to learn that 
Sister Xavier Berkeley was in the city 
with one of her community. 

Sister Berkeley is an English lady, 
who left her country more than forty 
years ago with her cousin, Sister Clare 
(Lady) Fielding, to cast her lot with 
the Sisters of Charity in China. In 
Observations, 1 have alluded to both 
of these splendid women. Since then 
Sister Clare died at Chentingfu, in an 
epidemic that followed the flood of 1917. 

Sister Xavier looks well and is ap- 
parently in good health and spirits. I 
have been privileged to know her for 
more than twenty-five years. When 
Maryknoll was born she wrote to say 


GOING 





AN ENGLISH NOBLEWOMAN WHO 

LEFT HER COUNTRY TO CAST 

HER LOT WITH THE SISTERS OF 
CHARITY IN CHINA 


that for years she had prayed for such 
a development in America, and she was 
willing even then to chant her Nunc 
Dimittis. 

During these twenty-one years of 
Maryknoll’s life, she has watched its 
progress as a mother watches a child. 
No one has observed Maryknoll more 
keenly nor rejoiced more sincerely in 
its success than Sister Xavier Berke- 
ley. How I wish that I had the means 
wherewith to express my gratitude by 
securing help for her still struggling 
island mission. 

I saw her soon after our arrival, 
and a few hours later I noticed her 
boat passing on the river out to the 
open sea, bringing her “home” to her 
little flock on the Island of Chusan. 

We can find saints on this earth, 
without consulting the pages of history. 








ABOUT WILLS 


SHOULD you desire to 
benefit Maryknoll iu 
your will, do not forget that 
(a) Our legal title is— 
Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of 
America,Incorporated 
(b) You should have three 
witnesses to your sig- 
nature. 











Northward Bound= 

The next morning we were on the 
way to Peiping, by way of Nanking, 
which we could only glimpse from the 
train, and from the ferry, which crosses 
the Yangtze-kiang at this point. 

Nanking looked peaceful, but seri- 
ous trouble was brooding in the South 
and I wondered what the reaction 
might be in Nanking officialdom. Chi- 
nese politics are inscrutable. 

After two days and two nights on a 
comfortable train, we alighted to say 
Mass at Tientsin, and then continued 
to Peiping, the new name for the form- 
er capital, Peking. This is a trip of 
only a few hours. 





The Fushun Reunion— 

In Manchuria Maryknollers were 
awaiting us, and Fushun was our desti- 
nation. This was another not uncom- 
fortable train ride of a day and two 
nights. We were due at Mukden early 
in the morning, but after passing the 
Great Wall our train had slowed down 
on account of new bridge constructions, 
so that at Mukden we missed connec- 
tions—and could not arrive at Fushun 
until eleven. It was not too late for 
Mass, however; and, after saluting the 
brethren and receiving the bows of the 
reception committee at the railway sta- 
tion, we proceeded in state through the 
citified streets of Fushun towards the 
Catholic Mission. 

We were in autos, but a short dis- 
tance from the mission we met the 
Christians, young and old, lined up for 
their salute. We followed them on 
foot, the band playing with firecracker 
tatoo; and passed under decorated 
arches through the compound to the 
church, which was now crowded for 
the Mass. 

The compound is not large, and the 
“church” is rather a chapel; but the 
Chinese priest who directs the parish 
is very energetic, and the Fushun con- 
gregation will certainly rise before long 
to a worthy representation. There are 
five Chinese priests in our Fushun sec- 
tor, helping the Maryknollers. 


THEREFORE, TEACH YE ALL NATIONS. 
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THE WELCOME AT THE CENTER HOUSE OF THE MARYKNOLL FUSHUN 
MISSION, MANCHURIA 


We passed under decorated arches through the compound to the church, 
which was crowded for the Mass. 


Fr. Sweeney,. far in the north, could 
not get to Fushun, but would meet me 
in Korea. The others had come, some 
from a considerable distance; but, with 
the great Feast of Pentecost approach- 
ing in a few days, our reunion had to 
be brief. 

Mass was followed by Benediction, 
after which I spoke to the congrega- 
tion, Fr. McCormack interpreting. It 
was then time for dinner, and the hap- 
My one re- 
who had 


piness of reunion reigned. 
egret was that Fr. Tibesar, 
been ordered a complete rest, had to 
keep to his room. This deprivation, 
however, did not take from him his 
characteristic smile, which he lost mo- 
mentarily when he realized that it 
would be unwise for him to accom- 
pany me to his beloved flock in Dairen. 


A Center House— 
The building at Fushun was erected 


under the direction of Fr. Lane, and 
designed as a Center House for the 
This purpose it serves 
.at present admirably. Its location is 
conveniently near the Japanese Rail- 
The house itself is sub- 
necessarily 


Fushun Mission. 


way Station. 
stantial and commodious; 
so, to accommodate the priests when 
they assemble from time to time for 
retreat, conferences, and other needs— 
spiritual and corporal. 

There is yet a debt of ten thousand 


AND WE OUGHT TO LAY DOWN 


dollars on this Fushun Center House, 
probably because few of our friends 
realize such a necessity in the mission 
field. Friends are good and generous 
in many ways, but we have always ex- 
perienced a sense of failure when we 
ask for a building to shelter our mis- 
sioners. 

Without the Fushun House it would 
be quite impossible to assemble our 
men for any occasion. While its erection 
has meant and still means the passing 
ever of other needs, the Fushun Cen- 
ter has been .a blessing and well worth 
the sacrifice. 





The Seminary Site— 

Hours went swifty at Fushun, but 
we managed to find time to cross the 
river and look over the site of the fu- 
ture training house for native priests. 

This might have been so simple a 
task as to get a droshky—the local 
carriage—or even an automobile, and 
drive over a bridge. But the bridge 
had been rendered useless by a flood, 
and the only way to get to the other 








— yours a Life Subscrip- 

tion to this paper. Fifty 
dollars will doit—and you may 
take two years for the pay- 
ments. 





side, for us at least, was to hire a 
droshky and drive through the shallow 
but somewhat turbulent waters, keep- 
ing the feet well elevated so as to have 
them dry for later use. 

This operation has its own thrill for 
a tyro. Besides wondering how the 
little horses can stumble over the rocky 
river bed and avoid holes, one experi- 
ences an optical delusion. There is the 
sensation of other vehicles crossing in 
the opposite direction, apparently about 
to crash into your own. The river 
crossed, there is yet a lumpy passage 
over the dried river bed to the Chi- 
nese city. 

On a slight rise of ground, at the 
foot of a sightly hill, is the property 
selected for our young hopefuls. It is 
a generous plot, large enough not only 
for the boys but for the several pur- 
poses of a Mission Center. 

Here too, on this site, provision will 
be made to reccive missioners arriving 
at Fushun by the Chinese Railway. 
Imagine the present difficulty of cross- 
ing should a train come in at night, the 
bridge be fallen down, and the running 
waters high! 


Separations— 

We returned at dusk, and arranged 
for separations in the morning. Five 
of the Maryknoll priests—Frs. Davis, 
Gilbert, Geselbracht, Bridge, and Quirk 
—-would be in the Chinese train with 
Fr. McCormack and myself who were 
going with Fr. Davis to his mission. 
Fr. Mullen, whose mission was most 
remote and would be covered by Fr. 
Sweeney, would remain at Fushun till 
our return. The others would take the 
Japanese train for their respective 
fields of labor. 

Masses were early the next morning, 
and before the sun had begun to climb 
good-byes had been said. 





Cassocks in a Dining Car— 

Our group had the river to cross 
again, and, wishing to take no chance 
of missing the train, we passed through 
its rushing waters in good time; only 
to find at the station that we would 
have an hour and a half to wait. But 
in China time counts for little to most 
people. 

We had with us on this trip a Jap- 
anese photographer, who brought with 
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him a motion camera, and shot at us 
whichever and wherever he would. He 
could speak neither Chinese nor Eng- 
lish, but our men provided him with a 
Japanese convert who could amble 
along in all three languages—a real 
find in many ways. The photographer 
was himself a picture—in shorts topped 
with a velvet shirt, and bound with a 
black silk cincture. His face was small 
for the great glasses he wore, and he 
was agile as a cat, a real Johnny-on- 
the-spot. 

When the train arrived there was 
no room, so we all filed into the dining 
car, which provided just the arrange- 
ment we needed for conversation and 
Breviary reading, but left little space 
for the occasional hungry passengers 
who must have wondered at the large 
group of cassocks. 

Two Chinese priests were with us 
for a part of the journey who proved 
to be pleasant in every way. Before 
we reached our station Fr. Bridge and 
Fr. Quirk left us. They had befose 
them two days and two nights by cart, 
with stop-overs in Chinese inns, but 
they expected to be “home” on the eve 
of Pentecost to receive the Christians 
coming in for the great solemnity. The 
next to leave was the second Chinese 
priest, and after another half hour we 
were at our station. 





A Christian Village— 
Shanchengtze, you will remember the 
name, but look at it again. It is the 
gateway to one of our two large mis- 
sions in Manchuria. The name of the 
mission, a few miles away, is Eul-Pa- 
Tan; and at the railway station that 
afternoon there were noble representa- 
tives from both villages, those from 
Eul-Pa-Tan having come on horseback. 
A cast-off droshky that had once 
humped and hopped through the streets 
of Mukden had been requisitioned for 
Fr. McCormack and myself. We cir- 
cled the nearby chapel, received salu- 
tations, blessed the people, and were 
“movied” by Fotosan, the little photog- 
rapher, after which we crossed to Eul- 
Pa-Tan. Its pastor, Fr. Davis, rode 
alongside on his charger, while Fr. 
Geselbracht performed equinine stunts 


WHY STRINGLESS? 


7 HY should I make my gift 

to Maryknoll Stringless, 
if | am interested in some spe- 
cial need?’’ 


The reason, dear friend, is 
simply because you can hardly 
be expected to appreciate the re- 
lative importance of a thousand 
and one pressing needs. 


A chapel, for example, might 
not be so important as a cate=- 
chist, because the chapel would 
be empty without the co-opera- 
tion of the catechist, but you 
could not know this. 








dren and some of the more active 
grown-ups had gathered to greet us. 
They followed us as best they could, 
arriving in time for the ceremony at 
the church, on which occasion Fr. 
Davis gave an evidently impressive and 
earnest talk. 

After a visit to the school, which is 
directed by some elderly “Chinese Vir- 
gins”, we entered Fr. Davis’s bunga- 
low, the front door of which leads di- 
rectly into the dining room. I occu- 


pied the pastor’s “suite” that night, 
and did not dare to ask where my four 
companions slept. 

In the meantime we were subjected 
to a Chinese banquet—the treat of sev- 
eral village elders—who stood by dur- 
ing the entire meal, although we in- 
vited them more than once to help us 
finish the unending series. On this oc- 
casion, although the only stranger, I was 
also the solitary chopstick performer— 
somebody had to “save the ship”, so I 
did. The cook came at one period to 
get a close-up of the strangers; but he 
hastened away, probably disgusted at 
our lack of appreciation. 


The Cavalry Escort— 

We were up as usual at a very early 
hour the following morning, so as to 
have Masses over, and get to our sev- 
eral destinations that night. The Chris- 
tians were on hand, however, and others 
coming for the Pentecostal Feast ar- 
rived before we left. 

Our departure called for the calvary 
escort, apologies being made for the 
absence of a few who had been obliged 
to go back to their plowshares. Fr. 
Geselbracht’s horse made a few grace- 
ful sweeps, as the rider waved us adieu. 
Fr. Gilbert had already left us, and 
Fotosan had packed his movie appara- 
tus. In a few moments the compound, 











4 iat e eal My, 
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THE VISITOR (SEATED IN THE CENTER OF THE GROUP) WITH JAP- 
ANESE CATHOLICS OF THE FUSHUN MISSION 

Standing are (left to right) Fr. Anthony P’an (Chinese); Fr. Joseph 

McCormack, of New York City; Fr. Francis Mullen, of Pittston, Pa.; 
and Bro. Benedict Barry, of New York City 


till I was almost dizzy watching his 
gyrations. 

The sun was low as we neared the 
village, and on the outskirts the chil- 


OUR LIVES FOR THE BRETHREN. 
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EUL-PA-TAN, A MUD-HUT VILLAGE OF BETWEEN FOUR AND FIVE HUN- 


DRED INHABITANTS, 
GOOD-SIZED _ BRICK CHURCH. 


IS ALMOST ENTIRELY 
A SMALL BRICK 
ERAL OTHER SMALL BUILDINGS, TWO 


OF WHICH 


FOR SCHOOLS 


which had resembled a country inn, 
was cleared; and we were on our way 
to the station. 

Again the pastor was near us, this 
time discoursing on the virtues and 
characteristics of our escorts. The 
toothless warrior at the head was his 
“Number One” in the mission, pretty 
well-to-do and generous. Another was 
a convert from heresy, a third had a 
son studying to be a priest, this one 
was a reformed youth, that one the 
relative of a Boxer martyr. They all 
stayed with us to the finish, hurried us 
on to our train, and off on our journey. 
With a parting salute to Fr. Davis, we 
turned again towards Fushun, where 
we found Fr. Mullen and Fr. P’an, the 
Chinese pastor, at the station with 
droskies to get us across the river. 
“Heart” in Fushun— 

That afternoon and the rest of the 
day were passed quietly, giving us an 
opportunity to see the coal mines and 
the attractive residential quarter in the 
Japanese section of Fushun. 

Fushun is the great coal center of 
Manchuria, and the Japanese operate 
the mines on a large scale, with up-to- 
date machinery. 

A mission activity that especially im- 
pressed me at Fushun was a small hos- 
pital, conducted in the heart of the Chi- 
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Graduation Gifts 





The Maryknoll Pin 
The Chi Rho 


Gold plate, roc 
Silver, 50c 





Gold on red or 
blue enamel, 
25¢ 





Rolled Gold, 
pin or button, 
50c 





10K Gold, pin 
or button, $2 


~B2QRees- 


The Maryknoll Ring 


It too bears the Chi Rho. Every- 
thing that comes from Maryknoll 
ought to be good, and this ring 
will stand under criticism. 


10-Karat Gold 


(When ordering state sisc) 





The Field Afar Office 
Maryknoll, N. Y. 


It consists of two 
Greek letters— 
Chi (key) and 
Rho (roe) — the 
monogram of 
Christ. The cir- 
cle symbolizes the 
world, and the 
entire emblem sig- 
nifies the mission 
of Christ to the 
world. 


re ... $6.00 











is 





nese quarter by two young natives, 
who were addressed as doctors. Their 
dispensary was in good order, and 
scores of people were presenting them- 
selves for treatment. 

Between the doctors’ living apart- 
ment and the dispensary proper was a 
room that had been turned into a ward 
for sufferers who needed prolonged 
care. Among these was a man who 
had been picked up in the street—a 
typical outcast whom no one would 
shelter. The man would have died of 
exposure, had not one of our priests 
seen him and had him carried to the 
dispensary. “Heart” is a Christian idea. 

The “hospital” at Fushun deserves 
a better setting, and with more backing 
will produce good results—spiritual as 
well as material. It has already proved 
itself a blessing in many ways. 








A Disappointment— 

It was Saturday evening, and we 
were due at Dairen for the Solemnity 
pf Pentecost. For two reasons I had 
hoped on the way to Dairen to visit 
Ch’a Kou, the oldest Christian settle- 
ment in Manchuria. 

I knew it to be a promising field, 
but I was also interested because Just 
de Breteniéres, a young French mar- 
tyr whose brother I had met at Dijon, 
remained there before entering Korea. 
The trip would have consumed two 
days, and possibly more, so that I had 
to disappoint Fr. Jacques, Fr. Hewitt, 
and myself. 





Changes at Mukden— 
We had one call to make, however, 
en route; and that was at Mukden to 
see Bishop Blois, under whose spiritual 
jurisdiction our Maryknollers in Man- 
churia have labored until this year. 
Mukden I recalled with a shiver. I 
had seen it first in the early winter of 
1917, and had traveled in a blustery, 
dust-laden wind some miles from the 
railway station to the mission, my 
means of conveyance being a little 
droshky. I remembered the one-story 
house of the Bishop, the guest room 
with its porcelain stove that reached to 
the ceiling and his Cathedral itself 
great massive structure with 
steeples pointing to the clouds, and an 
interior atmosphere that penetrated the 
marrow of the bones. 
Times have changed. 
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automobiles in numbers at the station. 
Among others was the modest car of 
the Bishop, who kindly welcomed us. 
The chauffeur was one of his priests, 
who with the long beard yet worn by 
many of the Paris Society Fathers cut 
a picturesque figure. We passed through 
widened streets lined with commercial 
houses, turned corners at the bidding 
of traffic officers; and in what seemed 
a few moments were at the front door 
of the Bishop’s residence, a large house 
that served also as a hostel for the 
priests of the vicariate. 

There were questions to discuss in 
the few hours at our disposal, but 
there remained time for dinner and 
for a pleasant recreation before we 
left to take the night train for Dairen. 

(To be continued) 


Briefly Noted 
CONGRATULATIONS—a lit- 
tle late—to Monsignor John 
Fraser, veteran missioner of To- 
ronto, Canada, whose ceaseless 
activities for the Cause have been 
recently noted at Rome. 





The new Co-adjutor Archbish- 
op of San Francisco, the Most 
Rev. John J. Mitty, watched 
Maryknoll growing above the 
banks of the Hudson. 

We are happy to feel that His 
Excellency will now keep a fa- 
therly eye on its offspring at Los 
Altos. 


A Fiecp Arar reader in St. Au- 
gustine, Florida, writes to Mary- 
knoll as follows: 

I suggest that you ask each Catholic 
woman named Mary (for the Mother 
of God) to send you twenty-five cents 
towards reducing the debt on your 
foundation. I am enclosing the first 
offering in honor of my sister Mary, 
who is deceased. 





To Carmelite nuns in the 
United States Maryknoll owes a 
special debt. 

Even before Maryknoll was 
born, Mother Beatrice, the ven- 
erable prioress of Rochester, with 
a knowledge that Maryknoll had 
been conceived, secured prayers 
for it. And since then the several 


AND 


LASTING SOUVENIRS 


for ordination and graduation may 
be found among the Maryknoll 
Books. They appeal to eye and 
mind and heart. Their prices are 
graded for all pocket books. See 
page 192. 








Carmelite foundations which, as 
the instrument of God, Mother 
Beatrice established, have all kept 
Maryknoll in their prayers. 


Maryknoll seeks Sponsors for 
some who have offered their life 
service to the Cause of Christ. 
The present call is for one hun- 
dred priests and one hundred 
American students. For each 











A GRADUATE OF THE CATHOLIC 
UNIVERSITY OF PEKING, A GREAT 


MISSION VENTURE ENTRUSTED 
BY THE HOLY FATHER TO AMER- 
ICAN BENEDICTINES 
The gowns are a slight modifica- 
tion of the scholars’ dress of the 
Chou Dynasty (1122-256 B.C.), 
while the caps are after the fashion 
of the headwear of the mandarins 
of the same period. The mortar 
boards were used as portable writ- 
ing pads, held between the knees 


priest, or student, we desire to 
provide one dollar a day; and, as 
will be noted, the response is be- 
ing heard. One friend writes: 

My first thought for this dollar was 
to call your attention to the fact that 
while you print “There are 365 days 
in the year,” really this year there are 
366; and I wanted to be the first to 
send a dollar for that extra day. 

I pass on the suggestion that this 
day must be cared for; and it is a 
splendid opportunity for the many who 
cannot pay for more than one day to 
care for this extra day in 1932. 





When an Annuity is secured 
from Maryknoll, we certainly ex- 
pect to send interest regularly, as 
agreed. 

It has been a very pleasant sur- 
prise, therefore, during the de- 
pression, to have our checks re- 
turned or “split”? with us, as has 
happened in several instances. 


THE NOVENA OF GRACE 
HIS is to inform you of the grace 


of my father’s happy death, through 
the power of St. Joseph, Our Lady of 
Sorrows, St. Jude, St. Francis Xavier, 
and all of God’s great saints and an- 
gels—New York City. 





The enclosed offering is in thanks- 
giving for favors received. I sent in 
special requests for the Novena, and I 
have had them all answered.—William- 
antic, Conn. 





On the fifth day of the Novena of 
Grace I received an answer to my pe- 
tition for work. I had been without 
work since November. — Elmhurst, L. 
Bo Ne ¥ 





The above are only a few extracts 
from letters informing Maryknoll of 
spiritual and temporal favors granted 
te our friends during the Novena of 
Grace. 

Other expressions of thanksgiving 
reached us from Long Beach, Calif.; 

verett, Mass.; Brooklyn, N. Y.; Jen- 
kintown Manor, Pa.; Ozone Park, L. 
I., N. Y.; Cincinnati, O.; New York 
City; St. Louis, Mo.; Mt. Vernon, 
N. Y.; Worcester, Mass.; Los Angeles, 
Calif.; Yonkers, N. Y.; and Wilming- 
ton, Calif. . 


THE GOSPEL, SHALL SAVE IT. 
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Where The Eucharistic King Will Draw The Nations 


By Fr. Frederick C. Dietz, M.M., of Oberlin, O., Pro-Vicar of the Maryknoll Kongmoon Mission, South China 


} YES are turning 
across the Atlantic 
to the Emerald 
Isle, where the 
Eucharistic King 
will be adored 
most solemnly at 
the Congress 
scheduled for this month of June, 





1932. 
’ ” 
One of Maryknoll’s “veteran 
missioners, returning to China 


from his decennial leave of ab- 
sence in the United States, chose 
the European route ; and, although 
he is of German parentage, his 
association with the sons and 
grandsons of Ireland determined 
him to leave his boat at Cobh and 
make a short sally in the Isle of 
Saints. He registered as follows 
his impressions. 


Where the Faith Lives— 
I awoke to see the green hills of the 


Emerald Isle in the offing. And what 
a green; the greenest green, the most 
restful and beautiful green I have ever 
beheld. The city of Cobh (Queens- 
town), with its (to American eyes) 
tiny houses, with its splendid Gothic 
cathedral on an eminence in the center 
of the town from which the Lord Him- 
self rules these people, the whole 
painted against a background of green 
hills speckled with cozy farms—this 
delightful picture makes the best pos- 
sible introduction to the Isle of Saints. 
When the launch took us ashore, the 
atmosphere was tense with suppressed 
emotion, and some of the more musical 
passengers burst forth into song, the 
undying classical tunes of Ireland. As 
a German-American I felt slightly out 
of place, a blot in the picture, a coun- 
terpoint in the harmony; but as a 
Catholic and a soggarth I felt at home 
and happy. For here is a country 
where God has come into His own, 
where He rules the hearths and the 
hearts of the people, where Faith is 
alive, a country’ such as every mis- 
sioner dearly hopes China and other 
pagan countries will some day be. 
Another strong impression of the 
moment was the reality of Europe. It 


EVERY ONE 

















FR. FREDERICK C, DIETZ, M.M. 

“What a world this would be if the 

Faith were everywhere as deeply- 
rooted as in Ireland!” 


had always seemed so dreamlike and 
distant; yet here it was, had been in 
fact for century upon century, as real 
as the land from which I came. For 
untold generations real people here had 
hoped and feared, loved and fought, 
toiled and rested, lived and died. It 
seems a stupid thought, for it was self- 
evident; but at the time it filled me 
with awe. 
Blarney Castle— 

After passing through the Customs, 
I bought some postals from an old lady 
in a shawl, “for the love of God and 
His Blessed Mother,” stopped at the 
dingy post-office, and rushed up the 
hill to get a look at the cathedral. A 
High Mass was in progress, and the 
church was filled with a devout con- 
gregation (it was a week day). I has- 
tened back to the customs, where I had 
made arrangements to join a bus party 


bound for Killarney. So we left the 
quaint town of Cobh (pronounced 
Cove) behind, and about an hour later 
reached the bustling city of Cork, 
where I made the most of a half-hour 
halt to wander up and down the nar- 
row side-streets, observing as I went. 

From there we proceeded to Blarney 
Castle, about half an hour by auto. I 
kissed the Blarney Stone on the top of 
the castle, hanging out horizontally 
about a hundred feet up, while several 
pairs of strong arms held my legs. It 
wasn’t necessary for me to do so, as 
I have a pretty good line of Blarney 
quite naturally; but, you see, I just 
had to “get something” on my Irish 
friends in the U.S.A. 





Lingering Sunshine— 

Continuing along the scenic southern 
coast traveling westward, we passed 
through Macroom and came to Glen- 
gariff, where we stopped for a meal. 
Mutton is the common meat in Ire- 
land, as in England, and very good it 
was. Continuing on (after a good 
glass of ale) we came to Kenmare, 
and finally to Killarney. The last part 
of this drive through a delightful for- 
est, catching an occasional glimpse of 
the beautiful lakes through the foliage, 
was one of the pleasantest experiences 
I had on my whole trip. It must have 
been about eight P.M., but due to the 
long twilight it seemed like four. 

Sidestepping the hotels with their 
fancy prices (and in Ireland they are 
fancy), I heeded the pleadings of a 
Mr. Gleason who trotted along hope- 
fully by the side of my jaunting car; 
and obtained a nice little room in his 
“Family Hotel”, where small Noreen, 
“who was in the second grade and 
would pass on to the third when school 
re-opened,” kept me company at my 
meals. I made arrangements at the 
nearby Franciscan church to say Mass 
in the morning, then took a drive 
around town, bouncing in a jaunting 
car. 

The twilight lasted till eleven P.M., 
and dawn broke about two-thirty, so 
I don’t wonder that scarcely anyone 
is up and doing in these Irish towns 
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in the summer time before nine o'clock. 
They have to get in a little sleep some- 
where, somehow. 

God’s Own— 

I said Mass at the Franciscan church. 
At noon I caught the train for Dub- 
lin, passing en route Mallow, County 
Tipperary, and County Kildare, also 
the headquarters of the Irish Jesuits 
outside of Dublin. 

I did not have time to do justice to 
the important and vast city of Dublin. 
T strolled about the streets (mostly the 
slums round about the dockyards) till 
my arm got tired returning the “God 
Bless ye, Father” of most of the peo- 
ple I passed, including many an un- 
washed and unkempt urchin. How my 
heart went out to these people; for a 
moment I seemed to regret that my 
work was in China, I felt such a yearn- 
ing to spend my life among these teem- 
ing thousands of God's own poor. 

Improvident and shiftless many of 
them may be; judged by modern stand- 
ards of efficiency, they may leave much 
to be desired. But, judging them as 
I think the Good Lord will judge them 
and does judge them, that is, by the 
standard of the Eight Beatitudes, they 
are true children of God and heirs to 
the Kingdom of Heaven, possessing 
greater riches in their Faith than all 
the prosperous materialists of a god- 
less age. 





A Kowtow to Erin— 

I took the night boat from Dublin 
for Liverpool, securing a berth with 
great difficulty as the ship was crowd- 
ed. On the boat I met an Irish-Amer- 
ican who was returning to America 
after a much needed vacation. Strange 
to relate, he was disgusted with Ire- 
land; lack of sanitation and hygiene 
there seemed to blind him to so much 
that is good. I am glad to say I could 
not in any way share his sentiments. 
My experience in China has taught me 
not to judge a civilization by its bath- 
tubs and sewers, as so many Americans 
are inclined to do. “Is not the life 
more than the meat; and the body more 
than the raiment?” 

I try to look below the surface; 
and, as my ship slipped away toward 
England, I kowtowed in spirit to the 
great country it had been my good 
fortune to visit. What good Catholic 


THAT HE 


could do otherwise, or feel otherwise 
toward a country which has lived by 
the Faith as Ireland has; toward a 
people who have suffered so much for 
the Faith, and yet remained so loyal 
to it; who have never been content to 
simply possess this Treasure, but have 
from the time of their own conversion 
to the present day sent their sons first 
to the mainland of Europe and then 
to America, Africa, and Asia—to the 
remotest corners of the earth —to 
bring the Faith to others? What a 
world this would be if the Faith were 
everywhere as deeply-rooted as in Ire- 
land. Good-bye, old Emerald Isle, re- 
main true to your history and ideals! 





SMART CHILDREN 
HE medical examiner was making 
his rounds in the Maryknoll School 
for Japanese at Seattle recently. 








RESET RE 


In the fourth grade he asked, “How 
many children in this room have had 
measles, diphtheria, or other sickness- 
es?” A number of children raised their 
hands. 

“What did you have?” the patient 
M.D. asked each in turn, until he came 
to little Lily-Flower. 

“And what did you have, little girl?” 

“Oh, I had castor oil!” 

An equally good response awaited 
him in the third grade when he asked, 
“How many children drink milk in this 
room?” All raised their hands, except 
one bright girl. 

“Don’t you drink milk?” asked the 
examiner. 

“Oh, yes!” was the answer, “I drink 
milk, but not in this room!” 

Smart children, these Japanese! 


* 





THE ROCK AND CITADEL OF CASHEL 


This acropolis of Munster carries the mind back into the remote ages of 

Munster kingship, and down through the great days of Irish Christianity. 

Here St. Patrick, about 450, converted the pagan King Angus, and used 

the trefoil shamrock leaf for an illustration of the Three-in-One, the 
Blessed Trinity 
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As The MaryKnoll Trail Winds “Over There’”’ 


FR. DRISCOLL ACQUIRES A 
TASTE FOR HIKES 
Chongpu— 
(Kaying Mission) 

HAVE just returned from a twen- 

ty-four days’ mission trip. During 
that time I walked one hundred and 
thirty and some odd miles, which is 
just a little more than the distance be- 
tween Maryknoll and Philadelphia. One 
of my outmissions is forty-two miles 
from here. No, I have not the care 
of a diocese; only a parish. If I had 
a mitre to put in my mission kit, I be- 
lieve I could feel like a bishop. 

I recall that many times during my 
seminary days I was inclined to com- 
plain about having to go out for a 
walk every Wednesday afternoon. But 
now the walking habit is a part of me, 
and I thoroughly enjoy my hike around 
the mission. Now and then one reads 
in the papers about some one who has 
lived to a remarkable age, and often 
the longevity is ascribed—among other 
things—to the habit of taking long 
walks. Figuring on that basis, they 
will have to tap some of us missioners 
on the head when they want us to de- 
part this life. 

A mission trip always does me good. 
It stirs me to a stronger desire to do 
more for these poor people who are so 
far removed from the Center. To me 
it is always a source of wonder and 
admiration that these people in the out- 
stations remain as faithful as they are, 
considering how little attention their 
pastor is able to give them. On these 
trips to the outstations I have met some 
souls whose faith is so simple and live- 
ly that it forces me to a little cross- 
examination of myself. 





BISHOP WALSH SEES A MISSION 
DREAM COME TRUE 


Kongmoon— 
(Kongmoon Vicariate) 

OW that our long hoped for No- 

vitiate for native Sisters has been 
opened at Kongmoon, Chinese girls will 
flock to it (even pagans apply); but 
making Sisters out of them will be a 
long and hard grind. 

So far only one candidate has brought 
a dowry, a dozen duck’s eggs! While 
the little group of postulants was in 


LOVE SPURS US 











THE CHAPEL 


AT CHONGPU, IN 
MSGR. FORD’S KAYING MISSION, 
SOUTH CHINA 


A Maryknoll missioner, Fr. Pat- 
rick F, Malone, of Brooklyn, N.Y., 
was the “interior decorator” of this 
chapel. The pastor of the Chongpu 
“parish” is Fr. John F. Driscoll, of 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Hong Kong, they were supported in 
entirety by the Maryknoll Sisters. With 
mounting numbers, however, the Mary- 
knoll Sisters will scarcely be able to 
continue carrying the burden; the sup- 
port of each postulant costs a hundred 
dollars a year. The candidates will be 
received, nevertheless, as they appear 
to give evidence of a religious voca- 
tion; and their support will be left to 








LIFE INSURANCE 
H*Y. you considered 

making Maryknoll the 
Alternate Beneficiary of 
your Life Insurance? 


Others have found this 
a practical means of helpz 
ing the missions. 











ON TO DO GREAT THINGS 


a future bright with Providence—the 
general mission principle. 

Chinese Sisters are no sudden dream 
of missioners. There are two thou- 
sand of them in the missions of China 
already. There are thousands more 
dormant in the encyclical letter of the 
Holy Father that lays special empha- 
sis on their recruitment. The need of 
the missions is insistent and growing. 
The need on the part of the Chinese 
themselves for the religious life is im- 
perative. The wish of God to be served 
by them, both in Himself and in His 
people, is evident. 

When a country is to be converted, 
God will raise up for it a lot of good 
priests and Sisters. The foreign mis- 
sioner’s part is to find, encourage, re- 
cruit, train, stimulate; even to the point 
of making his own presence eventually 
unnecessary. He has really succeeded 
only when he has eliminated himself. 
Only one thing can ever do that. It is 
an army of native priests and Sisters; 
the aim and object, the joy and pride, 
the success and crown of all mission 
work. 


Meanwhile the postulants pray, study, 
work, smile, give Benson’s Christmas 
play, and learn to plant gardens. They 
will have a garden to plant later on 
that must flower for all eternity with 
the fragrance of virtues inculcated by 
them among the less fortunate millions. 
It is for this reason that the Mary- 
knoll Sisters are now feeding them on 
rice and Rodriguez, at considerable sac- 
rifice. The sacrifice will certainly be 
repaid; may it also be lightened! 





THREE NATIVE PRIESTS ARE 
WORKING WITH MSGR. MORRIS 


Saiho— 
(Korean Mission) 
E have three Korean priests among 
our personnel, and they are of 
priceless service in our program of 
propagating the Faith in the Maryknoll 
Prefecture Apostolic of Peng Yang. In 
all Korea there are now eighty native 
priests. Several districts are being 
staffed solely with native clergy, with a 
view to establishing these as Indepen- 
dent Missions. 
The most recently ordained of our 
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three native co-workers, Fr. Paul Kang, 
has studied for fifteen years at Seoul 
in the Seminary of the Paris Foreign 
missioners. He is a fine type of priest, 
intelligent, humble, and zealous. There 
is no doubt that he will convert many 
of his countrymen from devil service 
and ancestor worship. 

For some years, however, Fr. Kang 
will have to depend for support on 
Maryknoll and its friends. I feel that 
more than one Fre_p Arar reader would 
welcome the opportunity to share in the 
merits of Fr. Kang’s ministry by as- 
sisting us in his support. We must also 
provide for the maintenance of Fr. 
Alexis Kim and Fr. Peter Ryang, and 
for the education of our sixteen semi- 
narians. 





BOOKS RECEIVED 
Far Trouble— 
An authentic and gripping picture of 
China today, by T. Bowyer Campbell, 


a who send directly 
to the missions occasional 
gifts in kind should mark on 
the outside of the package: 
Mission gift, no commercial 
value. 








a convert who formerly as an Anglican 
clergyman taught in a mission college 
in the interior of China. Published by 
the Macrae Smith Company, Phila- 
delphia, Pa, 

The Cross-Annunciation— 

A Mariological treatise by A. M. 
Mayer, O.S.M. Published by the Sanc- 
tuary of Our Sorrowful Mother, Port- 
land, Ore. Price, $2.00, plus postage. 


St. Francis Xavier— 
By Margaret Yeo. The adventurous 


life of the Apostle of the East is here 
unfolded with all the descriptive and 
narrative power of one whose novels 
have already earned her a reputation as 
“the successor to Robert Hugh Benson”, 


We follow St. Francis from his cra- 
dle within the grey walls of Javier to 
his obscure grave at Sancian Island. 
Many quotations have been made from 
the Saint’s own letters, and the whole 
glowing romance maintains an intense 
actuality. 

Published by The Macmillan Com- 
pany, 60 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
Price, $2.25. 

Songs before the Blessed Sacra- 
ment— 

By Mary Dixon Thayer. This book 
might be called a prayer book of poetry, 
for that is what it essentially is. The 
poet in a spirit of deep devotion ex- 
presses in verse her inner and sacred 
thoughts and emotions. Published by 
the Macmillan Company, 60 Fifth Ave., 
New York, N. Y. Price, $1.25. 

The Story Wonderful— 

By Joseph C. DeRob, S.J. Published 
by the Jesuit Mission Press. Single 
copy, 5¢; one hundred copies, $4.50. 




















THE FACULTY AND STUDENTS OF BISHOP WALSH’S JUNIOR SEMINARY AT KONGMOON, SOUTH CHINA 

Among the faculty are Fr. Thomas V. Kiernan, of Cortland, N. Y. (fourth from. left) ; Fr. Anthony J. Pauthus, 

of Fall River, Mass. (sixth from left) ; and Fr. Charles A. Walker, of San Francisco, Calif, (seventh from left). 

It costs Bishop Walsh $100 yearly to train each of his recruits in the army of native priests which is the aim 
and object, the joy and pride, the success and crown of all mission work 


US TO DESIRE ALWAYS THAT WHICH IS MOST PERFECT. 
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Shooting Leopards in Your Own Back Yard 


By Fr. Otto A. Rauschenbach, M.M., of St. Louis, Mo., pastor of the Maryknoll Tung On mission, South China 





HE Chinese have a curi- 
ous tradition that when a 
tiger has young ones the 
third of the litter is a leo- 
pard, and that the leopard 
is a sort of freak or un- 
dersized tiger. When 
your Chinese friend invites you to 
“shoot tigers”, it has nothing at all to 
do with that feline species; he merely 
desires your company in the enjoyment 
of a quiet “smoke”. Occasionally there 
are exceptions to this common par- 
lance, and when a foreigner extends 
the invitation it is usually in the literal 
sense of the word that he speaks; sv 
that, when we called in guests for a 
tiger shooting party recently, they left 
their pipes at home, if they had any, 
and brought along their guns. 

















Suspicions Aroused— 

It all started through Dr. Blaber’s 
having bought a number of small pup- 
pies on the market to raise for experi- 
mental purposes in the laboratory, in 
connection with his work in the dis- 
pensary. A few days later he was 
called to Kongmoon to attend some of 
the seminarians; and in his absence the 
pups, receiving too little care, yelped 
most of the night. 

We were first aware that others were 
hearing their yelping at night when we 
missed two chickens. The large dogs 
barked considerably that night, and 
when I rose to see what was disturb- 
ing them they were barking at a point 
not far up the mountainside, in back 
of the house. The next morning, when 
the Chinese boys looked for evidences 
of the missing chickens, they found 
the feathers, on the spot at which the 
dogs had been barking the previous 
night. No one had seen the thief, but 
our suspicions were aroused. 

The next night we decided to have 
a watch party. We placed some meat 
in a wire cage, leaving the door of the 
cage open and covering the rest of it 
with barbed wire, thus making it pos- 
sible to get at the bait only by way of 
the door. The cage was securely fas- 
tened to the ground, and sand sprin- 
kled in front of the doorway. 


LOVE 





THE NOCTURNAL VISITOR NUM- 
BER TWO 


He was a beautiful, brown, male 

leopard, six feet from tip to tip, 

and topping the scales at sixty-six 
pounds 


The Visitor Arrives— 

About dusk one of the smaller boys 
ran screaming into the house calling 
for help, he had encountered the leo- 
pard at the water pump. We set up 
a din and turned flash-lights on the 
wall until we could get to our places 
of watch. Hardly ten minutes had 
passed before she came over the wall 
and sneaked catlike about the yard. 
Her shadowy form passed right under 
our window, so close that we could 
have pulled her tail; but, strange to 
relate, we did not yield to the impulse! 
She drew away from the window a bit, 
and stood stark still staring at us for 
a full minute, which seemed like ages. 
Everyone was breathing heavily, of 
those who dared breathe at all; and we 
were all wondering if she could see 
us in the dark, and what would be her 
next move. 








PERHAPS YOU CAN DO AS WELL 
— BUT 
YOU CAN’T DO BETTER 

than to use Maryknol| Books for 
gifts. The subject matter is inter- 
esting, the make-up substantial and 
attractive, the prices moderate. See 
page 192. 


Finally, she moved on stealthily to 
the wire cage in the middle of the yard, 
and crouched before itas though study- 
ing the layout. She circled about it, 
examined it from all sides, and once 
she made a reach for the meat within, 
but drew back as soon as she experi- 
enced the effect of the barbed wire. 
When she had worked around to the 
entrance she crouched before it, as 
thovzh trying to discover just in what 
the hitch consisted ; it must have looked 
too good to be true. At length she 
decided to take a chance, thrust in her 
right paw, drew forth the bait, and 
then retired leisurely to the back wall. 
Having selected a convenient spot, over 
she went. When the lights were turned 
on all we had was an empty cage, with 
the footprint of her left paw in the 
sand before the door. This was all 
we desired. We knew now where to 
place the trap for the following night. 

The next night the moon was bright- 
er. Our visitor arrived after a half 
hour’s wait. Having learned the “ropes” 
from the previous night, she went di- 
rectly to the cage. No sooner had she 
set her paw down before the cage, pre- 
paratory to drawing out her evening 
meal, than there was a ringing clang 
of steel. Simultaneously came a volley 
of shots. She gave one leap into the 
air, and landed in a heap, without a 
sound. Lights were turned on and 
revealed a beautifully spotted leopard, 
five feet ten inches from tip to tip, and 
weighing forty-seven pounds. 


Visitor Number Two— 

Everyone was for “calling it a night” 
and retiring ; but before the last of the 
boys had gone to bed they were star- 
tled by the appearance on the scene of 
leopard number two, late, but hungry, 
and looking for a meal. Fortunately, 
our supply of bait was equal to the 
occasion; and we rushed around, set 
the trap again, and waited. As we 
suspected, he had not departed, but 
was obligingly waiting just over the 
wall for the reception committee to 
assemble. In less than twenty minutes, 
after things got quiet, he was back 
over the wall, but this time seemed 
suspicious of the trap, He may have 


COMPLAINS NOT OF IMPOSSIBILITY, 
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smelled the fresh blood of his mate, 
since we had killed her scarcely an 
hour before. The following morning 
we found the meat still in the cage, 
so we knew friend leopard had not re- 
turned. 





Sudden Popularity— 

That day was a busy one. As soon 
as it was noised abroad by the “bam- 
boo wireless” that we had shot a leo- 
pard, the people came in droves to 
have a “look see”. Then there were 
some pictures to be taken, the skinning 
and butchering of the animal, and the 
apportioning of it to friends of the 
mission, officials, and neighbors. There 
was plenty to go around, in spite of 
the fact that we suddenly discovered 
a great increase in the ranks of our 
friends. 

The Chinese like tiger meat as the 
American negroes like watermelon, and 
it is considered a marked act of friend- 
ship to remember all your acquaint- 
ances on such an occasion with a chunk 
of the. “strengthening food”. It is es- 
pecially prized for its medical value, 
and soup brewed from the bones of 
tiger meat is the best possible medicine 
in all cases of marked anaemia and 
extreme weakness—so say the Chinese. 


Mr. Leopard Cautious— 

We were just about to settle down 
to our unusual banquet of leopard meat 
and “fixings”, at five-fifteen in the 
evening, when the youngsters gave the 
alarm. Right in broad daylight, com- 
ing down the mountainside at the back 
of the compound, was a beautiful spot- 
ted leopard. On and on he came, at 
a leisurely pace, but headed right for 
We all assembled on the 
readiness, and 


the mission. 
back porch, guns in 
waited to see what his intentions were. 
Closer and closer he came, crossed the 
road that separates us from the foot 
of the mountain, and then entered the 
bamboos that are growing outside the 
mission wall. There he stayed. We 
waited until dark, until nine-thirty, and 
still he did not move from his place 
of hiding. We broke the watch, made 
a din, turned on the lights, and ate 
our delayed meal. 

When the first one out from supper 
opened the door, Mr. Leopard was sit- 
ting on the back wall, which he quickly 
vacated for safer distances. We set 


BECAUSE IT 


cur trap, got to our respective places, 
and waited. First he chased the large 
watchdogs around; then, finding them 
too speedy for him, started going after 
the cows; but he must have decided 
after a while they were a bit too big 
to carry off, so he returned to the bait 
in the cage. He tried every conceiv- 
able way to get at it, except through 
the door. Once he made a_ vicious 
swipe at it through the barbed wire, 
and spent the next five minutes nurs- 
ing his cut paw. These tactics were 
continued, on and off, until twelve- 
thirty, when the spectators got tired 
and cold, and went to bed. We all 
slept fully dressed and guns in readi- 
ness in the same room, a few feet re- 
moved from the trap. 

In less than twenty minutes most of 
the party were eloquent in their slum- 
bers—so much so that I feared for our 
chances of bagging our catch that 
night. I, too, must have dozed off 
from time to time. 


A Fine Catch— 

At two-thirty I was startled by the 
sharp clang of the trap, followed in 
quick succession by the clanking of the 


chain which bound the trap to the 
stakes, and the low, vicious grow! of 
an animal in pain. In a flash, I was 
cut of bed, and calling to the rest. One 
of the sleepers, mistaking the cause of 
the commotion and thinking the leo- 
pard had gotten into the room, with a 
wild cry pulled the covers over his 
head and disappeared. All was con- 
fusion and bustle. 

It was only after several minutes 
that the “firing squad”, at length fully 
awake, got outside and on the job. A 
few shots, and all activity on the part 
of our visitor ceased. Upon close in- 
spection under the lantern, it proved 
to be the mate of our visitor of the 
previous night—a beautiful, brown, 
spotted, male leopard, six feet from tip 
to tip, and topping the scales at sixty- 
six pounds, 

For the past few nights we have 
had comparative peace, but there are 
still evidences of many more night 
prowlers. We are going to wait for 
the Doctor’s return before we continue 
operations. The pelts, of course, will 
eventually find their way back to the 
States to adorn the family hearth. 
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THE CAUSE OF SUDDEN POPULARITY ; 
When the news spread by “bamboo wireless” of the killing at the Catholic 
Mission of a leopard, Chinese came from miles around to beg for some 


portion of the carcass. 


They have unbounded faith in its medicinal value, 
but Dr. Harry Blaber, of Brooklyn, N. 


Y., who is working with Fr, 


Rauschenbach at Tung On, frowns upon such unorthodox remedies 


CONCEIVES THAT IT CAN DO ALL THINGS. 
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TO THOSE WHO LOVE GOD ALL THINGS 
WORK TOGETHER FOR GOOD 








UNE brings to Maryknoll mem- 

ories of the Feast of Saints 
Peter and Paul—in the year 1911 
—when the “babe” crowed for the 
first time. This year the “babe” 
has attained its majority, and at 
twenty-one is walking circum- 
spectly yet with a confident stride, 
happy in the hope of young man- 
hood. 





Then Jesus said to His discis 
ples: If any man willcome after 
Me, let him deny himself and 
take up his cross and follow 
Me. 





MULTIPLIED by thousands, 
the short ejaculation that fol- 
lows will work miracles of grace 
in the Orient. O Sacred Heart of 
Jesus, Thy Kingdom come in the 
Far East! 
The Trappist Fathers are stead- 
ily spreading this simple prayer. 





For he that will save his life 
shail lose it; and he that shall 
lose his life for My sake shail 
find it. 





ROSES are on the bushes, and 

the lawns have greened de- 
lightfully these June days; but 
the smiles of nature are hardly 











OVER THE SEAS 
FOR CHRIST AND SOULS 


ITHIN a few weeks 

Maryknoil must put 
across the Pacific Ocean 
fifteen new Ambassadors 
of Christ. The cost for 
outfit and passage for 
each will be five hundred 
dollars ($500.00). 


Surely, when parents 
give up their sons to the 
service of the Church in 
foreign lands, others, 
though strangers, can be 
found to put them on their 
field of action. That there 
are such homeland apos- 
tles Maryknoll has had 
ample proof in the four- 
teen years during which 
she has sent Christbearers 
to souls in darkness and 
the shadow of death. 














noticed by the learned youths and 
the “sweet young things” who are 
looking forward to their gradua- 
tion into the school of life. 

The end of at least one set of 
school days is at hand, and many 
a youth or maiden is now self- 
questioning — What next? The 
answer is all important, and we 
urge our young friends to breathe 
a fervent prayer to the Holy Ghost 
for light. 


CAN DO ALL THINGS IN HIM 





IVE years have passed since a 

fine young missioner, Father 
Daniel McShane, laid down his 
life for a flock of abandoned in- 
fants over in the hills of South 
China. Today his blessed body 
occupies a grave in the Catholic 
compound of Loting; and some 
hundreds of grateful Orientals 
are happy in the spiritual atmos- 
phere which zeal and a pure life 
created about them. 

More than a thousand dying 
infants, regenerated through Fa- 
ther McShane’s ministrations, are 
today with God; and we cannot 
but feel that these little “thieves 
of paradise” have formed a court 
around their devoted Shan-foo. 





For what dothit profitaman, 
if he gain the whole world and 
suffer the lossof his own soul? 
Or what exchange shall a man 
give for his soul? 





"THE Superior General of Mary- 
knoll calls attention in the fea- 
ture article of this issue to the 
“yawning”, unfinished walls of 
the Seminary, which a hundred 
and fifty priests today call affec- 
tionately their Alma Mater. 

Two wings and the Chapel re- 
main to be completed. Either 
wing, as well as the Chapel, would 
make a fitting and an ideal Me- 
morial, but wealthy benefactors 
in the American Catholic body are 
disinclined. Maryknoll has learned 
to wait. She would welcome build- 
ing helpers, but, in the meantime, 
is most concerned to supply her 
sons at the outposts with the 
wherewithal to live and move. 





And everyone that hath left 
house or brethren or sisters or 
father or mother or wife or 
children or lands, forMy 
Name’s sake, shall receive an 
hundred fold and shail possess 
life everlasting. 





N zealous souls that love THE 
Fretp Arar, the relaxation 
inducements of.summer days have 
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no more effect than they have on 
the activities of the Evil Spirit 
who rests not in his pursuit of 
victims. 

Such Christian souls are always 
ready to champion the Cause of 
the Master, and to many among 
them Maryknoll owes each sum- 
mer a goodly addition to its circle 
of friends. Interest begets inter- 
est—Spread Tue Fietp AFar. 





Then He saith to His discis 
ples: The harvest indeed is 
great, but the laborers are few. 





S we go to press word from 

Rome reaches us of the ap- 
pointment of the Rev. Raymond A 
Lane, M.M., of Lawrence, Mass., 
as Prefect Apostolic of the Mary- 
knoll Fushun field in southeastern 
Manchuria. 

This is news which will gladden 
the hearts of our Manchuknollers, 
and the Home Center’s loss is 
their great gain. After Mary- 
knollers had been assigned by the 
Sacred Congregation of Propa- 
ganda to work in the Fushun sec- 
tor, in 1925, Fr. Lane and Fr. 
Joseph P. McCormack, of New 
York City, were the pioneers in 
this new field. 

By 1929 considerable progress 
had been made in the Manchu 
Maryknoll, under Fr. Lane’s guid- 
ance as Acting-Superior. In that 
year Fr. Lane was recalled to the 
homeland as a delegate to the first 
General Chapter of his Society, 
was elected a member of the Gen- 
eral Council, and made Rector of 
the Major Seminary at Ossining, 
N. Y. Though he was tireless in 
the interests of the Home Knoll, 
Fr. Lane’s heart was ever in the 
Land of the Bluegowns, and we 
wish him in that far country long 
years in the service of Christ and 
souls. 

Our next issue will carry a 
more extended account of Mary- 
knoll-in-Manchuria and its new 
Prefect Apostolic. 

2 
WE of Maryknoll wish that 
every Catholic whose sympa- 
thetic interest we have would feel 








RT. REV. MSGR. RAYMOND A. 
LANE, M.M., OF LAWRENCE, 
MASS., NEWLY APPOINTED PRE- 
FECT APOSTOLIC OF THE MARY- 
KNOLL FUSHUN FIELD IN SOUTH- 
EASTERN MANCHURIA 


obligated to secure membership in 
his own Diocesan Mission Aid 
crganization. The Diocesan Di- 
rectors of Mission Aid ask, as a 
rule, only membership offerings 
that range from one to two dol- 
lars yearly. These offerings are 
distributed by special committees 
to missions, home and foreign. 

Incidentally, the Superiors of 
the five Maryknoll mission fields 
in Eastern Asia receive a share of 
these gatherings. 





Pray ye therefore the Lord 
of the harvest, that He send 
forth laborers into His harvest. 





IFTEEN neo-apostles will be 
making proximate preparation 
a month from now for the long 
ferry ride across the Pacific to 
their chosen field of labor. Whole- 
heartedly they are giving them- 





WHO STRENGTHENETH ME. 


selves to the Cause that has drawn 
them. Their families are not ex- 
pected to provide for them either 
passage or sustenance. Why should 
they? 

These young men are commis- 
sioned officers in the army of 
Christ. Their support should come 
from the Church. Those who 
make possible either the arrival 
of these young missioners on the 
field, or their support while there, 
are privileged souls. There are 
many who would seize this privi- 
lege if means allowed; there are 
some who do welcome it, and 
gladly express their interest in a 
substantial way. More are blind 
to the opportunity, and, having 
eyes, see not. 





And Jesus, seeing the multis 
tudes, had compassion on them; 
because they were distressed 
and lying like sheep that have 
no shepherd. 


JF education is preparation for 

life, more people ought to be 
taught to live by the sweat of 
their brows and less to starve in 
white collars. 

How many unprofitable lives 
are spent in writing books, spin- 
ning theories, and preaching luna- 
cies that, under a more fortunate 
star, could have been usefully en- 
gaged in pegging shoes or making 
pies. 

Industrial schools, for the world 
in general and China in particu- 
lar, would fill a major need. 

So at least thinks the Mary- 
knoll Kongmoon Mission, and 
asks prayers for the success of its 
contemplated venture in this field. 


E have missions at our doors, 

missions on all sides. But we 
must not limit our usefulness to 
the home missions. We must keep 
on helping China. 

That work will build up the love 
of Christ in our souls. There prob- 
ably is no wider charity, a charity 
as sweet as the outstretched arms 
of the Savior—Archbishop 
Stritch, of Milwaukee. 








The Finished Maryknoll—AD 


By the V. Rev. James Anthony Wal 

















Maryknoll is God's work, not man’s; so we are confident that we shall not have to gaze indefinitely at two unfin- 
ished wings that face the town below, and are in their present condition rather unsightly 


WENTY years ago 
this coming September 
a small group of stu- 
dents, with their Su- 
perior, were driven in 
a shabby hack from 
the village of Haw- 
thorne to a hill just outside the 
village of Ossining, New York. 

They spread their cots in a 
farmhouse, which, with a few 
other frame buildings and some 
ninety-two acres of land, had been 
secured for the site of the Sem- 
inary in which they were to be 
pioneers. The hilltop gave a pan- 
oramic view of the Hudson Riv- 
er, with ranges of the Jersey hills 
beyond. It faced the west, and 
the villagers had named it Sunset 
Hill. The portion acquired by the 
Seminary called for distinction, 
and one day it received the name 
of Maryknoll. 





The farmhouse invited an addi- 
tion, then another addition, and 
even two more; while every other 
frame structure on the place 
yawned for accommodation and 
gradually received it. 


Briefly Chronicled— 

The story is too long to tell 
here, but briefly we wish to chron- 
icle the fact that on June 29, 1920, 
the ninth anniversary of the So: 
ciety’s foundation, Feast of Saints 
Peter and Paul, the first sod was 
turned on the site of the new 
Seminary ; and on a hardly-to-be- 
recalled day some time later that 


same year, the foundation stone } 
was laid and blessed with a short | 


prayer by the Superior in pres- 


ence of a few members of the | 


faculty, who happened not to be 
engaged at the moment. 
The Superior and all others on 
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THE FARMHOUSE PRO-SEMINARY OF 1912 


the compound were too busy to 
plan a big celebration. In fact, 
the Superior admitted that he 
would not know where to stop. 
Even in those early days there 
were friends of Maryknoll in sev- 
eral sections of the country, and 
as the work had been started by 
action of the American Hierarchy, 
the scale of a celebration would 
have had to be planned broadly ; 
and, though many who would be 
invited could hardly be expected, 
accommodation could be provided 
for so few that none were invited. 





{.M., 

















THE FINISHED MARYKNOLL WILL HAVHE 1 









Dream Yet To Be Realized 


ry Walsf.M., Supertor General of Maryknoll 











The Maryknoll hilltop gives a panoramic view of the Hudson River, with ranges of the Jersey hills beyond. 


It faces the west, and is known to the 


Rapid Expansion— 

Movement was rapid in those 
days. While the mission institutes 
in Europe were hard hit by the 
World War, the young Maryknoll 
was pushing as vigorous a cam- 
paign as its limited personnel 
would allow. 

Efforts from other institutes or 
orders to secure foreign mission 
vocations or funds were not com- 
mon. Mission literature was 
I scarce, and, outside of Maryknoll, 
confined largely to the publica- 
tions of the Mission Aid Socie- 
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.L HAVBHE BEAUTY OF A RUGGED SIMPLICITY 


ties, and of the Society of the Di- 
vine Word. 

Maryknoll had much freedom 
in the United States, and was en- 
couraged by Superiors in Rome to 
look forward to an indefinite de- 
velopment on the mission field it- 
self, entailing, necessarily, adequate 
training schools in the homeland. 

A building was planned to meet 
the growing needs and to accom- 
modate eventually two hundred 
and fifty, including faculty, stu- 
dents, Brothers, and guests. It 
was expected, almost feared (be- 
cause we did not wish to grow 


~~~" =9} too rapidly), that we should have 
ve ‘to complete the structure within 


five years. Plans were prepared, 
‘and the entire foundation, except- 
ing that of the Chapel wing, was 
constructed. On this foundation 
we would build as the need re- 
quired. 


townspeople of Ossining as “Sunset Hill” 


Mission Developments— 

In the meantime, orders had 
gone out from Rome to various 
religious provincials in this coun- 
try for each to take over the di- 
rection of a foreign mission. Sev- 
eral European Societies, too, 
found favorable bishops here, ana 
established branch houses for 
their foreign mission activities. 

Many doors were now opened 
to the aspirant apostles, and the 
fear of a rush to Maryknoll 
passed. This was in another way 
fortunate, because with the multi- 
plication of openings for vocations 
came the multiplication of mission 
magazines and mission appeals, 
that quite naturally brought about 
a diminution of revenue for 
Maryknoll. 

Progress, however, though 
somewhat slowed, was steady and 














A FORMER CARRIAGE HOUSE, NOW LIVING QUARTERS 
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the new Seminary had been com- 
pleted, leaving two wings and the 
Chapel yet to be erected. 


Pushing Over— 

Lately we confess to have been 
in a quandary. With one hundred 
priests out on the mission field, 
and more to follow every year, 
and with every mother’s son of 
them dependent substantially on 
Maryknoll for sustenance, shelter, 
and travel, we could not think of 
building—which would mean bor- 
rowing and paying interest. So 
we pushed over to make room. 


be doing exactly that before long. 

What shall we do then? Our 
answer is simple. It recalls a line 
from Cardinal Newman’s Lead 
Kindly Light: “So long Thy 
power hath blest me—sure it still 
will lead me on”. Maryknoll is 
not man’s work. It is God’s work, 
meeting the good-will of men. We 
believe, and we have every rea- 
son to believe, that, if in the next 
few years God sends to Maryknoll 
so many vocations that we will 
find ourselves compelled to finish 
the Seminary, He will show us 
how to proceed and we will sim- 


“Cover to Cover’ Friends 
VERYONE in our family reads 
Tue Fietp Arar “from cover to 

cover”, and then we pass it on to our 


friends.—-Buffalo, N. Y. 


I find Tue Fietp Arar a real Amer- 
ican paper, full of “pep”, originality, 
and humor.—Rev. Friend, Malone, Wis. 





Enclosed is a money order for my 
renewal of the good old Fietp Arar, 
which I cannot do without, and for 
A Modern Martyr, my own personal 
“Book of the Month”. 

I have just read Observations in the 








THE MARYKNOLL COMPOUND BEFORE THE 





PERMANENT SEMINARY WAS BEGUN 


To the left St. Teresa’s (first Maryknoll Convent), and St. Martha's, formerly the Sisters’ Chapel. Beyond 


these is the Field Afar Office Building. 
trees to the right of St. Joseph’s) were also, until recently, occupied by the Sisters. 


St. Joseph’s (the white building) and St. Michael’s (hidden in the 


The Pro-Seminary, on 


the summit of the hill, was called Rosary House while it sheltered our professed Sisters. To the right are the 


With extra cots in single rooms, 
more seats in classrooms, refec- 
tory, and the temporary Chapel, 
we managed to get along with no 
untoward results. 

Relief came when the Sisters 
vacated houses on the compound 
into which for years they had 
been crowded, and today we are 
happy to say that for every man 
at Maryknoll, priest, student, 
Brother, oblate, or visitor, there 
is a separate room. 


God’s Work— 

Are we satisfied? Why, yes. 
We can go on indefinitely as we 
are. Our Chapel is a hall, but it 
has served us well for ten years; 
we have some unfinished interiors, 
but a little roughing it will do us 
no harm. The point to consider 
is—what we shall do if we “in- 
crease and multiply”; and it be- 
gins again to look as if we shall 


I MADE MYSELF THE SERVANT OF 


Greenhouse and the Barn 


ply go ahead. 

In any event, we do not expect 
to have to gaze indefinitely at two 
unfinished wings that face the vil- 
lage below, and are rather un- 
sightly ; and we look forward to 
the day when Maryknoll will 
stand a solid, rugged, simple mass 
—complete and attractive—a joy 
on the skyline of the Westchester 
hills. 

Even now, occasionally an in- 
terested friend, remarking our 
unfinished walls, quietly slips us 
a bit of paper marked to finish 
your Seminary; and we lay it 
aside reverently to be consecrated 
to that special purpose—a dream 
yet to be realized. 











MARYKNOLL BIOGRAPHIES 
tell tales of heroism that have a 
special appeal to the high ideals of 
youth. Boy or girl graduates will 
be pleased with selections from our 
list. See page 192. 


Orient and The Maryknoll Movement, 
and they are splendid. Our High School 
has six of your books in the Literary 
Guild—donated by one of our assistant 
priests.—Syracuse, N. Y. 





Some time ago, I was forced by cir- 
cumstances to discontinue my subscrip- 
tion to THe Fietp AFAR. 

I cannot begin to tell you how much, 
during the interval, I missed the snap- 
py, interesting little magazine. 

I remember the missioners every 
morning at Mass, and also while I am 
saying the Stations of the Cross.— 
Portland, Ore. 

Please find enclosed the receipt for 
interest on my annuity contract. 

I am indeed satisfied with my in- 
vestment with your Socicty, and grate- 
ful for all the prayers I receive — 
Saint Lucie, Florida. 

T am lost when I don’t get Tue Fretp 
Arar.—Troy, N. Y. 





ALL, 
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New Maryknoll Laborers for the Great Harvest 





RDINATIONS 
this year at 
Maryknoll were 
arranged for 
June, and the of- 
ficiating Bishop 
will be the Most 
Reverend John 
J. Dunn, who re- 
© joices in the fact 
leet! mel-|| that his conse- 
5 mY crated hands and 
lips have been instrumental in 
conferring Holy Orders on the 
great majority of Maryknoll’s 
priests. In a’special sense Bishop 
Dunn has fathered Maryknoll — 
and Maryknoll is grateful. 

This year, including the Ordi- 
nation at Rome of Father John 
McConnell, seventeen more are 
added to the lengthening list of 
our priests. They represent two 
countries and nine states of the 
Union. Their names follow: 
Rev. Arthur Lacroix, Newton, 

Mass. 

Rev. Louis Smith, Tiffan, Ohio 

Rev. James O'Donnell, Philadel- 
phia, Pa. 

Rev. John Troesch, Springfield, 

Til. 

Rev. Arthur Cunneen, Framing- 
ham, Mass. 

Rev. Patrick Donnelly, a 
downe, Pa. 

Rev. Thomas Gilleran, Framing- 
ham, Mass. 

Rev. Leo Foley, Medford, Mass. 

Rev. Joseph Lavin, Framingham, 

Mass. 

Rev. Raymond Quinn, Monterey 

Park, Calif. 

Rev. Allan Dennis, Staten Island, 

(ae - 

Rev. John Smith, Brooklyn, N.Y. 

Rev. Reginald Markham, Rock- 
ford, Jil. 

Rev. Arthur Merfeld, Dougherty, 

Iowa 
Rev. John F. Walsh, Cumberland, 

Md. 

Rev. John McConnell, Canada, 

(Ordained in Rome). 

Rev. Edward Weis, Milwaukee, 

Wis. 





aud i 





























Your henchmen have attacked me 
Till now I yield at last. 


And may I not refuse You 
What now I freely give, 
Who did not even choose You, 

Your helpless fugitive. 


—By One of Our New Priests. 











ORDINATION MORNING Apostles All— 

OW after your long wooing OR the families of our young 
Do I renounce my fear; priests, especially for the fa- 
A deed not of my doing, thers and mothers, the joy of Or- 
I gladly pledge me here. dination Day would presumably 
be somewhat clouded by the shad- 

Pledge me to supernatural strength ow of approaching separation. 
That is not mine to wield; Doubtless, the vision of the 
Enter the lists of life’s own length Cross does come; but we have 
With neither sword nor shield, rarely seen its shadow on the hap- 
py day that means so much to a 
Chosen by You from out the strong, priestly son and to the parents 
The “why” I vainly seek, who begot him in the Faith of 
Save that You would confound the Christ. We are invariably im- 
strong, pressed by the Christian fortitude 
By choosing from the weak. of our young priests’ parents and 
other relatives. God’s grace is 
These many years You tracked me, evident on this occasion as it is on 

Through waste lands of the past; Departure Day. 





a 








HIS EXCELLENCY, BISHOP DUNN, AUXILIARY OF NEW YORK, ORDAINS 
TO THE PRIESTHOOD STUDENTS OF THE MARYKNOLL SEMINARY 


The Maryknoll fields where these young apostles will labor in the Orient 
contain over seventeen million pagans 


THAT I MIGHT GAIN THE MORE, 








180 


THE FIELD AFAR 


JUNE, 1932 





Fr. Chin’s Friend— 

ANY a young reader of THE 

Fretp AFAR when _ visiting 
Maryknoll has asked to see Fa- 
ther Chin, and many others have 
written requesting us to print his 
likeness. Father Chin is elusive, 
and fears to disillusionize his in- 
terested readers. 

There is, however, at Mary- 
knoll a special friend of Fr. Chin 
who goes occasionally by the name 
of Fr. Foto; and, although char- 
ity sometimes forbids us to do to 
others what they do to us, we are 
today presenting Fr. Foto to our 
readers. The restful pose is not 
ordinary with him unless he hap- 
pens to be reading while taking a 
smoke from his Chinese pipe. 

But, however deep in repose, 
the prospect of a “shot” will send 
Fr. Foto to his feet and within a 
moment he can be seen, bare- 
headed habitually, in any kind of 
weather, camera in hand and 
ready for the snap that comes 
more than “once in a lifetime”. 
To Fr. Foto Tue Frerp Arar is 
indebted for some of its best re- 
productions. 


Welcome Visitors— 

ROM Tucson, Arizona; from 

Montreal, Canada; from Chi- 
cago and way stations ; not to 
mention other points, many priests 
have passed through our halls 
since our last issue appeared. All 
welcome. 

At Maryknoll, doors like to feel 
the touch of a priest’s hand on the 
latch. 


Knights of the Road— 

OR years we wondered why so 

few knights of the road passed 
the way of the Knoll. Finally we 
came to the conclusion, more or 
less justified, that it was because 
the highway on which Maryknoll 
is located leads to nothing more 
exciting or stimulating than the 
Croton (New York’s) water sup- 
ply. 

Times have changed. Since last 
auitumn no day has gone into the 
past without a record of meals 
served to unexpected and un- 
known soldiers of fortune. They 


I BECAME ALL THINGS TO ALL MEN, 





FR. FOTO CAUGHT UNAWARES 


Although charity sometimes forbids 
us to do to others what they do to 
us, we are today presenting Fr. 
Foto to wur readers 
come from north or south and 
rarely repeat their visit, although 
this is no reflection either on our 
Econome or our cook. 

They are a patient lot, and, in 
pairs or quartettes (silent), as 
they happen along they will sit 
quietly for a couple of hours, if 
necessary, waiting for the wel- 
come blue-plate dish and cup of 
coffee. 

The Econome begins to fear 
that gradually he will be expected 
to run a free kitchen for West- 
chester county, and he has warned 
the Superior General that the 
daily rations are interfering with 
his budget. That worthy smiles, 
and assures the Econome that the 
daily line-up of people poorer than 
himself is a decided encourage- 








B paremcnnall is always 
gratifying. Our 
Annuity Plan allows you 
interest on your mission 
gift while you live—with 
no doubts as to its dispoz 
sition after you have 
gone. Write today for 
information. 











ment; and that, if worse comes to 
worst, he, the Econome, can ap- 
ply for a subsidy—which if neces- 
sary will be borrowed on what 
credit the Society has left. 

Meanwhile the Superior Gen- 
eral, as he passes the line-up in 
the Seminary rotunda, conducts a 
daily quiz, and here are some of 
his findings. 

Certain wayfarers are going 
away from the metropolis, others 
towards it, while yet others go in 
any direction except to the river, 
so long as they can keep the wind 
at their backs. 

One was an aviator, a former 
Columbia student who recalled a 
course in psychology—but found 
it impracticable. 

One, who never advanced be- 
yond the eighth grade, appeared 
in knickerbockers and long woolen 
stockings. When fully assured 
that his inner man would receive 
ample provision, the individual 
meekly asked for a pair of real 
pantaloons, as he felt ill at ease 
in the knickers. He received the 
pantaloons, but was advised not 
te discard the knickers, which had 
a peculiar down and out appeal. 

Another, something of a phil- 
osopher, who had tramped many 
miles, offered as an excuse for his 
stop-over that the spirit was will- 
ing but the feet were weak. 

We never phetograph our road- 
knights. They might not return, 
and we would lose the opportunity 
to feed the hungry at our doors. 


I a missionary priest or nun! 
Why not? Think it over. 


Another First— 

CROSS the road in the new 

brick building that shelters 
under one roof the long separated 
groups of Maryknoll Sisters, an- 
other “first” will be registered on 
June twenty-fourth, the Feast of 
St. John the Baptist. It will mark 
the first reception of the religious 
habit in the new house. 

There will be eighteen postu- 
lants presented on that occasion; 
they, too, represent a wide distri- 
bution. 
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The Procure at the 
Golden Gate 


MARYKNOLLER was booked to 

speak on Tue Fietp Arar at St. 
Anselm’s Church in San Anselmo last 
month. On his arrival, he found Arch- 
bishop Hanna visiting there, and also 
planning to address the people. Em- 
barrassing? No. 

The Archbishop spoke beautifully on 
the work of Maryknoll, and urged the 
people to “stand behind our own boys 
and girls who are working as mis- 
sioners in the Orient”. Father then 
took up the subscriptions. The re- 
sponse to the Archbishop’s talk was 
fine. He was pleased, and so were we. 
A word of thanks to His Excellency 
only brought the kindly reply, “The 
Archbishop is always happy to put in 
a good word for Maryknoll.” 





A recent letter from the office of the 
Apostolic Delegate to Japan told us of 
the arrival in San Francisco of a young 
Catholic Japanese girl who is planning 
to finish her studies at Trinity College. 


A couple of our friends among the 
Alumnae of Sacred Heart Academy 
met her, and showed her our fair city. 

Miss Hashiya was quite impressed 
by the large number of Catholic insti- 
tutions here in America. She, in turn, 
made a fine impression on all whom 
she met. 





Taxes here have a habit of falling 
due at frequent intervals, and some- 
times we don’t know where to turn for 
the wherewith. This time a group of 
young girls solved that problem for us 
by putting on a bridge party at the 
Procure. Aiter a very pleasant ses- 
sion with the cards, they went away 
smiling. We smile, too, in the thought 
that the house is ours for the next six 
months at least. 





An eighty-six year old gentleman 
visited us the other day. “Father,” he 
said, “I am on my way to the county 
hospital for an operation. I don’t ex- 
pect to get well, and when I die there 
will be no one to pray for me. Take 
this, and remember me in your prayers.” 


He left us his bankbook. There 
wasn't a fortune in it, but it was all 
he had in the world. He was operated 
on the next day, and never regained 
consciousness. He is a Perpetual Mem- 
ber of Maryknoll now. May the Dear 
Lord reward him for his last good 
deed on earth. 


WHAT WOULD YOU DO? 

AD has no work, but Jimmy, my 

oldest brother, is earning enough 
to keep us going. 

“Mother says that I should go if I 
think I have a vocation and I want to 
go awfully. Father feels badly to think 
that we can pay nothing when the Vé- 
nard asks so little. He knows that it 
costs money to take boys like me—but 
if you do take me, I will work my way 
if there is a chance.” 

This is one of many similar 
letters that we have been receiv- 
ing from earnest youngsters who 
wish to enter our Preparatory 
Colleges. It is hard to refuse them, 
but each one adds to our expendi- 
ture column. 

What would you do? 











SEASON 


ern Pennsylvania and New York. 


ronan, 











Saturday, July 2nd to Saturday, August 27th. 


ACTIVITIES 


Swimming, baseball, tennis, handball, boxing, basket- 
ball and games (in the gym in inclement weather), 
fishing and hiking. Special features are hay rides, 
over-night hikes, campfires, lantern games, and an occa- 
sional movie. A most enjoyable experience is the four 
day canoe hike on the Susquehanna where it has cut 
its way through the wild and rugged country of north- 





Located at “ Maryknoll, ” Clark’s Summit, Pa., 1400 feet above sea level, 
and 135 acres in extent, in the hill country of northeastern Pennsylvania. 


REQUIREMENTS 


Each boy should be provided with 3 blankets, sheets, and pillowcases; equipment 
for tennis, baseball, and swimming; clothing for roughing it at Camp and on hikes. 


ACCOMMODATIONS 
The boys sleep in spring beds under Army pyramidal 
tents erected on wooden platforms which are raised 
above the ground. Meals are served indoors and are 
prepared under the direction of the Maryknoll Sisters. 
The Camp is supervised by a Maryknoll Father, azsis- 
ted by a group of seminarians as counsellors. A special 
dyed Mass is offered daily in the college chapel at 7:30 for 


the convenience of the campers. 


For further information address: THE CAMP DIRECTOR, “MARYKNOLL,” CLARK’S SUMMIT, PENNA. 


& CATHOLIC CAMP FOR BOYS | 


$15.00 a week, $110.00 the season. 
- (A registration fee of $10.00 is required, This 
is credited to the camper’s bill.) 





RATES 





=i. 











THAT I MIGHT SAVE ALL. 
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Xavier Was Right 


The story of a mission vocation, by Bishop James E. Walsh, M.M., 
of Cumberland, Md., Vicar Apostolic of the Maryknoll Kongmoon 
field in South China 


,OTH were clever 
men, at least when 
measured by the us- 
] ual easy standard of 
1 golden mediocrity. 
Se They were intel- 
‘Beal J] lectual in the sense 
| 











i ee yp that they took a 
ee. * ‘i great interest in the 
* ideas and abstrac- 
tions of their uni- 
versity world. They 
not only believed that the world was 
moved by philosophy (in which they 
were doubtless right), but they thought 
also that there was much philosophy in 
their many words (in which they were 
surely wrong). True to their type, 
they were glib of speech; so glib, in 
fact, that they had chosen to vary the 
monotony of their strolls under the 
campus oaks by chatting in Latin. Both 
spoke the classic tongue with gram- 
matical purity and considerable fluency ; 
the more so indeed as their subjects 
of conversation were confined almost 
wholly to the realm of ideas. 


= 
a ean — 
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They were not conscious of the 
glorious trees that stretched above their 
shady walk; these were simply old 
friends to be admired twice a year, on 
leaving for vacation and returning. A 
chipmunk raced along a branch and 
stood for a second, a saucy picture; 
but the two friends, deep in discussion, 
had no eyes for him. Across the green- 
sward where the gray pile of the per- 
fect Gothic chapel lay dreaming in its 
beauty, a ray of the sun lingeringly 
lit the dusk with the pastel colors seen 
only in sunsets and birds’ eggs; but 
beyond an occasional glance the walk- 
ers were oblivious to the priceless pic- 


ture. They had loved God’s world be- 


GOD HIMSELF SHOWED US THE 


fore and they would yet love it again, 
but just now they were interested in 
one of their own. 





Nowadays It Is Different— 

“But a saint can’t be wrong,” one of 
the young men was saying. “Xavier's 
appeal to the students of the Univer- 
sity of Paris was very strong. Mind, 
he did not say the professors ought to 
leave and close the place; small chance 
of that from a university man like 
Xavier. But he seems to have intend- 
ed to tell the students that their intel- 
lectual ambitions were a lot of non- 
sense. He said it would be better to 
leave it all and go to India to teach 
catechism. The main idea of life, after 
all, is to make sure of doing what little 
good you can in the world. Isn’t Xav- 
ier a pretty good authority?” 

His companion smiled. This fairly 
1ong speech had given him ample time 


” 


to frame his reply in good Latin. He 
replied, very scholastically. “First of 
all, a saint not only can be wrong, but 
often is. To make short work of that, 
let us just recall that some of them 
supported anti-Popes. Now, as to the 
argument itself, I distinguish. Xavier 
lived in the sixteenth century. The 
crowd at the University of Paris, al- 
though clerics, had the wrong kind of 
intellectual ambition. With them it was 
largely a worldly ambition. Their mo- 
tive was the praises of men, not the 
good of the Church. Nowadays, of 
course, it is entirely different. An am- 
bitious man stays in the world; he does 
not enter the priesthood at all. Xavier 
gave his people the right advice; he 
knew what they needed. But he would 
not say it to you and me today. What 
the Church needs in the twentieth cen- 


tury is intellectual leadership.” 





Great Things Ahead— 

This effort exhausted both speaker 
and listener; they walked on a bit in 
silence. Both were thinking. The last 
speaker at first thought with a little 
glow of his own well rounded senten- 
ces. Then he thought with satisfac- 
tion of the deep conviction of his own 
that he had just expressed in stressing 
the primacy of intellectual effort. Fi- 
nally he thought of his friend. It was 
not the first talk they had had along 
this line. He had realized for some 
time the way the other was veering. A 
wave of tenderness titillated his con- 
sciousness. 

He turned to his companion, touched 
his sleeve, broke into English, “Listen, 
Joe,” he said seriously and with the 
shy hint of affection that men permit 
themselves on rare occasions, “I know 
how you feel about this. Let’s not talk 
about the relative importance of things. 
After all, isn’t it simply a question of 
personal vocation? What is most im- 
portant is what God wants us to do, 
that’s all. I only think it would be a 
kind of a shame from my point of 
view to see a man of your talents spend 
his life in teaching catechism to sav- 
ages. I mean you seem marked out 
for something different. There is scarce- 
ly a man in the whole university with 
as good a head as you have. You could 
get a professorship here without half 
trying.” He paused. In his effort to 
comfort the other, he had rekindled his 
own ardor. “Remember, old man,” he 
finished up enthusiastically, “We are 
going to do great things here. Heay- 
ens, think of the task ahead of us; to 
interpret the genius of the Church to 
America! We need all our best brains.” 





A Saint and a Genius— 

Joe walked along, head down, listen- 
ing, thinking. His friend had voiced 
his difficulty. He was a common com- 
posite. He had the capacity for sacri- 
fice; and recently, to his own inward 
consternation, it was rapidly becoming 
a longing for sacrifice. He had also 
an overweening intellectual ambition. 
The sense of certain latent powers 
called insistently for some stage where- 
on they might have full play. He did 
not think that the footsteps of Xavier 
would provide that stage, He had the 
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old idea of missions, founded on a com- 
plete ignorance of their enormous de- 
mands. Amid these and other mirages 
of youth he was painfully feeling his 
way. A thought struck him, 

He turned to his counsellor. “Jim,” 
he said, “there is no doubt that great 
things will be done here. This place is 
the hope of America. But are you and 
I the men to do it? Sometimes I think 
there may be a lot of merely personal 
ambition in all our ideas about our per- 
sonal part in it. God can fill this place 
with better men than you and me. Why 
do we have to elect ourselves? I won- 
der if there isn’t a little pride in all 
this on our part?” He looked at the 
other to reassure himself that his 
friend did not resent this personal prob- 
ing. But Jim was smiling broadly. He 
had often asked himself the same ques- 
tions, and he was not too sure of the 
answer. 

A bell chimed. It was the Angelus. 
They stopped dead in their tracks, and 
said the prayer. This was the signal 
that ended their walks, as it left them 
just comfortable time to get back to 
their halls for supper. 

“Funny, Jim,” Joe broke out suddenly, 
as they stood a moment before parting, 
“I know nothing about university work, 
or mission work either. You remember 
that old chap from China who visited 
here last year—personal friend of the 
Rector; he gave a couple of talks here 
and there. I heard him at the sem- 
inary. All he talked about was fighting 
bandits, and picking up abandoned ba- 
bies. But I happened to see him in 
the corridor one day. Got up my nerve, 
and asked him what a man needed to 
be a missioner. The old fellow looked 
me up and down. Seemed to be read- 
ing my mind. His answer struck me. 
‘Son,’ he said, ‘Xavier didn’t tell the 
half of it. He needs to be a saint and 
a genius.’ Then the old chap walked 
away. Maybe he was kidding, but his 
words stuck in my mind.” 

“Well, Joe, old boy,” said his com- 
panion who had listened intently, “if a 
saint and a genius is what they want, 
you are doomed to the missions.” Both 
laughed at the oddity of a compliment 
between friends. But Jim could not re- 
frain from a parting shot. “Let me 
know when you get your distinguished 
Order of the Full Crops from the Han- 
lin Academy for teaching catechism 


to the abandoned babies, and I’ll be the 
first to congratulate you.” 





Providential— 

When Joe sauntered around the next 
morning to old Dr. Dupont’s class, he 
was still mulling over in his mind the 
conversation of the night before. His 
preoccupation, however, did not prevent 
him from giving a brilliant recitation 
in faultless Latin. He rather patted 
himself on the back that he had hap- 
pened to be prepared and was able to 
do so, because most of the other men 
called upon failed rather dismally, and 
the old professor seemed somewhat 
testy. 





WHAT SHALL IT PROFIT A MAN, 

IF HE GAIN THE WHOLE WORLD 

AND SUFFER Bas OF HIS 
OUL: 


Writing from the Orient, Xavier 

advised the students of the Univer- 

sity of Paris of the vanity of 

worldly intellectual ambitions, and 

made a strong appeal to them to 

use_their talents for the conversion 
of pagan souls 


The doctor was a patient man who 
resigned himself in a general way to 
the hopeless floundering of the average 
American student; but once in six 
months or so, when the class seemed 
particularly impossible, he would ex- 
pend his accumulated exasperation on 
their impermeable heads. This was one 
of the mornings, and, as man after man 
paused, hemmed and hawed, stuttered, 
mumbled a few words of feeble Latin, 
broke into stumbling English scarcely 
more grammatical, then finally stopped 


even that with a moody confession of 
ignorance, the old doctor exploded. 

“Ah,” came his long, sarcastic sigh, 
“You don’t know it. Of course, you 
don’t know it. When did you ever 
know it? You don’t know anything, 
and that’s the truth of the matter. How 
can I teach such students?” He shook 
his head, a picture of an injured caster 
of pearls. 

A sudden thought came to him; he 
decided to permit himself another barb. 
“Why don’t you go to the missions, and 
work among the savages? You won't 
need to know anything over there.” 
He stopped, laughed. His own notion 
had tickled him, and in doing so dis- 
sipated his wrath. “Good idea,” he 
shrilled, now beaming and chuckling. 
“Go to the missions. Everything in its 
place. You are fitted for the work.” 

Joe stole a glance around that met 
the eyes of his friend of the night be- 
fore. Jim was convulsed with more or 
less silent laughter. He nodded vigor- 
ously at Joe. “What did I tell you?” 
spoke his look. Jim was not worried 
about the reprimand. It did not apply 
to him, as he was one of the lone pair 
in the class who could always be de- 
pended upon for a perfect recitation; 
and the other one was Joe. 

They had time for a word in the cor- 
ridor after the class broke up. “Let 
those dumb-bells go to the missions, 
old boy,” whispered Jim. “The old 
man surely hit the nail on the head. 
Strange, wasn’t it, after our conver- 
sation last night? Providential, I call 
it.” He was off to another class. Joe 
strolled back to the seminary. 





The Hound of Heaven Conquers— 

Vocations are not settled so lightly, 
however, but declare themselves on en- 
tirely different motives and grounds. 
All the arguments in the world meant 
nothing to Joe beside the inexplicable 
longing that was growing in his heart. 
Whence and why it came he did not 
know; it was simply there. As it in- 
tensified, this difficulty and all other 
difficulties gradually seemed simply not 
to matter; they assumed the character 
of unimportant details. 

As far as they affected him in any 
way, they rather helped him to his de- 
cision. He wanted to cut himself off, 
to burn his bridges, to commit himself 
to a life of sacrifice; so that something 


IMMORTAL SOUL WHEN HE WOULD NOT EVEN SPARE 
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to cut himself off from, and something 
to burn, only added grist to his mill. 
“Here cut, there burn,” he began to 
find himself sayinz with St. Augustine. 
Finally he noticed that the more he 
yielded to these new thoughts, the more 
definite and clear cut they became. At 
times an overpowering sweetness came 
with them, almost as if, like St. John, 
he were leaning on the breast of the 
Divine. This was the end. 

“T don’t know what this foreign mis- 
sion business is all about,” he said to 
himself, “but whatever it is, I'm for 
it. I'd have to expect an angel to 
come down, if I wanted anything more. 
Missions, here comes nothing.” 

Jim was the first to congratulate him. 
“Of course, it’s your vocation, Joe,” 
he said. “You don’t mind my fooling 
about your intellectual career, I’m sure. 
That's only from the human point of 
view. After all, God decides these 
things, not we.” Jim paused. “To tell 
the truth, Joe,” he said finally, “I’m 
I'd still prefer 
to see somebody else go. You've got 
to write to me now. We'll keep in 
touch. I'll begin to get interested in 
the missions myself, now that you are 
a part of them.” 


losing a good friend. 


A Changed Viewpoint— 

Joe and Jim kept up a correspon- 
dence faithfully for some time. Both 
vere busy men, however, and it could 
not continue. Soon it got down to an 
occasional letter, or a Christmas card. 
Jim was teaching patrology, his favor- 
ite subject, at the university. Joe was 
not teaching anything, but was cngaged 
in a desperate struggle to learn many 
things. Five years on the missions had 
changed his viewpoint. Instead of 
worrying about throwing away his tal- 
ents, he was despairingly praying to the 
Holy Ghost to add a little light to his 
slender store. 


“Good Heavens,” he soliloquized over 
his Chinese dictionary, “here I am five 
solid years at this language, and I 
scarcely make the cook understand me. 
I haven't the faintest idea of what is 
going on around me; everybody can pull 
the wool over my eyes, down to the 
I don’t know how the 
people live, nor what’s in their minds; 
and it will probably take me ahout a 
thousand years to find out. I can't write 
a letter, nor read a newspaper; I can't 
do anything. I’m like a babe in the 
woods. How in the world will I ever 
interpret the beauties of Christianity 


lowest coolie. 

















THE FIRST MASS AT THE MARYKNOLL SISTERS’ NEW MOTHER-iOUSE 

The First Mass at the Sisters’ permanent home was said by the Maryknol! 

Superior General. As he afterwards turned to address the long lines of 

postulants, novices, and black veils, he recalled the tiny group of three 

“cose women” who, on the Feast of the Epiphany, 1912, came to offer their 

services as secretaries to the newly founded Catholic Foreign Mission 
Society of America 


HIS DIVINE SON TO WIN IT TO 


to these people? 

“How that old pagan mandarin must 
have laughed yesterday when I tried to 
make an impression on him in my bar- 
barous broken Chinese. Fine chance I 
had of doing anything with that old 
chap! And yet he’s only a ten cent 
mayor, in a tenth rate town. Think of 
that old French bishop in Peking; they 
say he could turn all the diplomats of 
the Empire around his little finger. 
Look at those Italian Jesuits writing 
books in scholarly Chinese after a few 
years in the country. How did they do 
it? What kind of men must they have 
been? And here I am not able to 
preach a simple sermon to a girls’ so- 
dality!’ Why in the world didn’t God 
give me some brains?” Joe sighed, and 
went back to the dictionary. 


Xavier Knew— 

At six o'clock, when the boy came in 
with the mail, he closed the book and 
called it a long, hard day. “Letter 
from Jim,” he shouted gleefully, as he 
recognized the familiar handwriting. He 
slit the envelope, then got up from his 
desk, and changed to his easy chair. 
He sat back in pleasurable anticipa- 
tion, and read: 

Dear Joe: 

Just a line to give you my where- 
abouts. You will be a bit surprised 
perhaps to hear I have left the univer- 
sity, and have a new address. Here it 
is at the top of the page. 

Yes, I’ve switched to a parish finally. 
Got tired of the grind, that was all. 
I liked the work at first, but it has its 
limitations. Teaching the same o!d thing 
to the same old brand of students was 
simply deadening. It’s all right for the 
type of men who can stand it, but I 
guess I’m not that kind. There wasn’t 
enough intellectual stimulation in it. 

You owe me a letter already, old 
man, so this is just an invitation to 
send it to the right place. 

Keep smiling. 

Jim. 


Joe stared, gasped, scratched his 
head. “Can you imagine it?” he final- 
ly ejaculated. Memory came hack. He 
laughed. “Well, that’s a good one,” he 
told the canary. “No intellectual stimu- 
lation! And, meanwhile, here I am 
with entirely too confounded much of 
it. Xavier was right, after all,” 


HIMSELF. 
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Light and Revelation to a Gentile 


By S. M. I., St. Francis Xavier School for Japanese, in Los Angeles 





ETSUO was an unusual 
child. He lived in his imag- 
ination and even the Sis- 
ters could not convince him 
eh! that his Guardian Angel 
was not constantly and 
actually pushing him into 
all kinds of queer experiences. 

He and his little sister Umeko had 
finished their dinner one day and were 
hurrying along to school. A narrow, 
winding street leading in another di- 
rection suddenly became inspiration for 
a superhuman urge. Tetsuo caught 
Umeko’s hand, “We must go down this 
way.” 

“No, we'll be late for school and 
Sister won't like it.” 

“Aw c'mon,” pleaded Tetsuo. “She 
won't hurt you.” 

“No, I won't,” flared up his little 
sister, “and you're not goin’ either.” 

Tetsuo was lost in thought for about 
a second. “Yes, I am,” he said, “and 
you are too. My angel just gave me 
an awful poke on my left shoulder. 
Gee, but it hurts!” 

“That must have been the devil who 
poked you, ’cause your angel is at your 
right shoulder.” 

“II mean,” hastily responded Tet- 
suo, “it was the right shoulder. I just 
got mixed up. There! He just punched 
me again.” 

“T think you’re awful, Tetsuo. An- 
gels don’t punch.” 

“Well,” replied Tetsuo, “my angul 
does.” 

“Humph!” retorted Umeko, “’s 
funny my angel don’t poke me.” 

“Aw, that’s ’cause you're a girl. He 














wants you to do what my angel says.” 

“Well,” hesitated Umeko, “we’re aw- 
ful late anyhow, so I suppose I might 
as well go.” 

“Sure,” joyfully assented the incor- 
rigible Tetsuo. “You c’mon. I'll take 
the blame.” 

Hand in hand they sauntered down 
the street. It was not a pleasant street, 
and queer smells, which the children 
did not recognize as strong brew, floated 
out from unsavoury doorways. 


“What. a funny man!” exclaimed 
Umeko, tightening her hold on Tet- 
suo’s hand. “He can’t walk straight.” 

“Now, don’t you go and git scared.” 

“IT ain't scared,” declared the tiny 
girl. 

The man advanced and then stopped 
suddenly in his path. “Hello, young- 
sters,” he said. 

Umeko pulled back, but Tetsuo 
pinched her, saying, “Now don’t you 
go and git scary.” Then he looked up 
at the man and answered in a brave 
little voice, “Hello!” 








TETSUO AND UMEKO AT DINNER 


“Where are you going?” queried the 
stranger. 

“Dunno,” replied Tetsuo. “Just came 
down this way ’cause my guardian an- 
gul told me to.” 

“Your what?” exclaimed the man. 

“My angul,” repeated Tetsuo. 

“Aren’t you little people Chinese or 
Japanese ?” 

“We's Japanese.” 

“Well, what do you know about an- 
gels? You are not Catholic—not even 
Christian.” 

“Not yet, but some day when we’re 
bigger we’re goin’ to be baptized. An’ 
Sister told us we all have anguls,” Tet- 
suo declared. “You got one, too, but I 
just bet your angul is cryin’ sumpin’ 
awful, ’cause you ain’t been a very 
good man.” 

The man drew the back of his hand 
across his eyes. Umeko’s tender little 
woman-heart began to feel sorry for 
the huge stranger. “Maybe,” she of- 
fered, “if you tell God and Blessed 
Mother you are sorry, you're angel 
won’t cry any more.” 


BE AN ACTIVE JUNIOR 


“The Holy Mother would not have 
anything to do with me, little lady.” 

“Sure she would,” declared Tetsuo, 
extending his arms to their full length. 
“Blessed Mother loves everyone in the 
whole, wide world.” 

“Sister says,’ added Umeko, “that if 
you tell Blessed Mother you're sorry 
for bein’ naughty, she'll fix it up with 
Jesus.” 

The man remained silent for a min- 
ute and then said, “Where is this Sis- 
ter you are talking about?” 

“At our school,” Tetsuo replied. “She 
wears a gray dress—an’ we gotta hurry 
up an’ git back or she’ll be mad as the 
dickens.” 

“Do you think she will talk to me?” 

“Sure,” said the little boy, “she talks 
to everybody. C’mon, we'll show you 
the way.” 





Sister looked at the clock as Tetsuo 
and Umeko appeared at the class-room 
door. “You are an hour late. Where 
have you been all this time?” 

After an awkward pause Tetsuo said, 
“Tt was my angul. He poked me on 
the right shoulder, an’ said to me, ‘Tet- 
suo, why don’t you go down that street?” 
An’ we went. Umeko, you tell Sister 
about the man.” 

“We met a man. He was kind of 
tipsy, but he was an awful nice man 
just the same an’ he talked to us, an’ 
he’s here. He wants to talk to you.” 

“Wants to talk to me,” exclaimed the 
astonished teacher. 

“Yep. We left him on the bench in 
the hall.” 

“Go to your places and I will see 
both of you at recess.” Sister went 
into the hall not sure what to expect. 

The man rose to meet her. “Sister,” 
he said, “I am ashamed to even come 
near you, but I had to do so. When 
I heard those little angels talking so 
confidently of Heaven and the good 
God, I felt queer. I am not a Cath- 
olic, but my wife was one and our lit- 
tle girl was baptized in the Catholic 
Church. They were both drowned a 
year ago, since then I have hated God 
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DEAR JUNIORS: 


June at last!—Awful exams—and then delightful 
vacation days with lots of time to work for the missions. 

Keep close to the Sacred Heart like St. John did. 
He was not much older than most of you Juniors and he 
was our Lord’s beloved apostle, privileged to rest on His 
Sacred Heart at the Last Supper. 


That can be your privilege too. 


Go to Holy Com- 


munion often and ask that pagan souls may learn to 
know and love the Sacred Heart. 


Yours for a happy vacation, 


tithe, fiw 





JUNIORS, 


Vacation days are 





BE WISE! 


coming when you 


will enjoy these mission stories. 








FIELD AFAR 
STORIES 








Bright and crispy little stories, each 
with the sparkling jewel of a moral.... 
They ire all so simple and charming 
that a child will read them with the 
same interest as the grown-up. 
—Brooklyn Tablet. 


Each vol, 85c; Three vol. $2.25 


ADDRESS: 
FATHER CHIN 











and tried not to believe in Him. I came 
to California and went from bad to 
worse. That little girl reminded me 
of my little one.” 

“I am glad you came to us,” said 
Sister Janet. “I am going to give you 
a note to the mission pastor. I want 
you to talk to him and to promise me 
that for the sake of your wife and 
child you will do the right thing.” 

“God helping me, I will, Sister.” 

Sister Janet gave him the note. He 
took it from her with a trembling hand 
and said, “God bless you, Sister, and 
those babies. Don’t be too hard on 


them—sometimes guardian angels have 
a queer way of acting.” 

Sister returned to her class-room. It 
was time for recess and she was faced 
with another problem; that of dealing 
tactfully with Tetsuo, Umeko, and a 
guardian angel. 





Three months later Sister Janet re- 
ceived the following letter: 

Dear Sister: 

I have kept my word, gone back to 
my home town and started over again. 
My family had not known where I was 
so all has gone well. 

I am enclosing a little gift. More 
will follow later, as I wish to do all I 
can to further the education of my 
two little angels. 

I am taking instructions and hope to 
be baptized next month. Please con- 
tinue to keep me in your prayers. 

Very sincerely yours, 


Sister Janet fingered the letter 
thoughtfully. “I wish the people who 
condemn our working among the Ori- 
entals could read that. In this case it is 
one of our little ones who has brought 
light and revelation to a gentile.” 


PRAY AND WORK TO SAVE SOUS 


The Baby Drive 


The Baby Drive is nearly over 
and Father Chin and Johnny are 
swamped with work, deciding the 
winners. 

Johnny says he can hardly wait 
until he wraps those beautiful 
prizes. 

My, won’t the lucky ones be 
delighted ! 


FATHER CHIN via CHINA 

A Junior in Bronx, New York, 
thought Father Chin’s hopes had 
been realized and sent her letter 
to China. Father Burns must 
have smiled when he remailed it 
to his old friend at the Home 
Knoll. 

Be assured, Juniors, when Fa- 
ther Chin is missioned he will tell 
you. You will all have to come 
and enjoy the departure ceremony, 
fireworks and everything. Just 
wait ! 

JUNIOR CLUB NEWS 

Our Lady of Maryknoll Mis- 
sion Club, Brooklyn, N. Y., has 
nine members, a club room, bulle- 
tin board and mission library. 
They are doing splendid work. 
The new Officers are: Mario Pin- 
to, Pres.; James Quinlan, Sec.; 
Chester Markowski, Chairman; 
Thomas Charles, Reader. 


Adeline Razbadanski 
from Chicago, IIl.: 

Our club was established to save 
money to buy a pagan baby. The fol- 
Icwing girls would like to belong to 
the Maryknoll Junior League: Hattie 
Kantutis, Frances Kantutis, Lucille 
Andryiauski, and Anna Macuilis. 

Welcome Juniors! 


wrote 


Father Chin received five dol- 
lars for the missions from the 
Junior Club in Lawrence, Mass. 


The Maryknoll Juniors at As- 
sumption Hall, Hibbing, Minur., 
wrote: 

We love our mission club very much 
We think the Firtp Arar is full of 
interesting stories and the puzzles are 
very nice, 
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Father Chin and Johnny were 
quite disappointed with the March 
puzzles. They took them to their 
puzzle artist and even he could 
not find one correct in every de- 
tail. They are nicely done but a 
leaf was missed on some, others 
added a staff to St. Peter’s keys, 
etc. Johnny is sorry not to ‘be 
able to send out any prizes. Don’t 
be discouraged, Juniors. This 
month’s puzzle is easier and Fa- 
ther Chin expects many returns. 
Don’t disappoint him! 





JUNIOR NEWS 
The children of Our Lady of 
Perpetual Help School, Manches- 
ter, N. H., did not forget Mary- 
knoll during Lent. Twelve dol- 
lars represented their mite box 
savings. 





Marie Bacon, Jamaica Plain, 
Mass., wrote: 

I certainly enjoyed reading the book- 
let you sent me. Several of my friends 
read it and they told me that they liked 
it very much. My mother is giving 
me an allowance every week and I 
hardly know what to do with it. I 
thought a mite box would be just the 
thing, for then I know my money is 
going for a good purpose. 





St. Joseph’s, Wakcficld, Mass., 
have increased their Firtp AFarR 
subscriptions to one hundred 
twenty-five. 





Sacred Heart School, Newton 
Centre, Mass., has ransomed an- 
other baby. Grade eight would 
like her to be called Patricia. 





Rita Murphy, Worcester, Mass., 
a new Fietp Arar _ subscriber, 


wrote: 

We heard Father Cairns speak when 
he came back from China and enjoyed 
his talk very much. 
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Can you complete the letters in the above pussle by adding a stroke or two 
to each, thereby spelling the names of eight saints whose feasts are cele- 
brated in June? Following each name can be found a word which will tell 
you something about the saint whose name it follows. 
Each puzzle submitted must bear the age of the puzzler. 








The Second Grade of St. Jos- 
eph’s School, Masom City, Iowa, 
sent five dollars for a Chinese 
baby whom they wish named 
Mary Jean. 


Rose Sipchen wrote from Mil- 
waukee, Wis.: 

Enclosed please find my check for 
three dollars—pennies received princi- 
pally from my Sunday School children. 
They are praying for the missions. 
Kindly enroll the names of two new 
members— Elsie Morell and Evelyn 
Pfaff. All of this class are receiving 
their first Holy Communion in May. 





A Special Request 
Mary Warren, Cincinnati, Ohio, 
has been ill for several months 
and asks that the Juniors pray 
that she may get well. She sent 
Father Chin a very interesting 
letter and a dollar for the missions. 


FOR THE SACRED HEART, 


Chosen Juniors 
Johnny was all smiles when he 
opened this letter for Father Chin. 
1 received your letter addressed to 
my brother William. Perhaps you don’t 
know that he is away studying to be a 
Christian Brother. 


“That’s great!” said Father 
Chin. “You know, I think quite 
a number of our Juniors have vo- 
cations.” 

“Guess you’re right, Father. 
Here’s another one from Brook- 
lyn.” 

My father is willing to let me go 
to be a Maryknoll missioner. I am 
in 8A now. One more class to go and 
then with God’s help I’ll be a Mary- 
knoll missioner. 


“God bless them every one!” 
exclaimed Father Chin. 





Think it over, Juniors! 
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(The letter printed below is one of a series bearing on the mission vocation. They 
were not written for publication, and identification marks have been deleted—but 
they are true stories and as such the more interesting.—Ed.) 


HOW IT CAME 


CANNOT state accurate- 
ly anything that occurred 
until after I was seven 
years of age. The ideal of 
the priesthood is one which 
always glowed acutely 
before me. Even while 
very young I believed that 
the priests and Sisters who taught me 
were safe beacon-lights. 

My schooling began at St. J——’s 
parochial school. My first de- 
sire to become a priest came 
when I was about twelve. I 
was at that time an altar boy. 
Undoubtedly God spoke to me 
when I could scarcely pro- 
nounce the Latin for serving 
Mass. I remember how I 
greatly enjoyed being one of 
the “bench-warmers” during 
the Solemn High Mass on 
Sundays, but I always longed 
to be with the older boys who 
could serve Mass. The new- 
comers were not allowed to 
serve until they could memo- 
rize the responses and go 
through the ceremonies. The 
Sister who taught the eighth- 
grade boys had charge of the 
altar boys, and often asked 
me what I wanted to be when I grew 
up. I must have given her some sign 
or word of my boyish intentions for in 
later years she used to amuse herself 
by asking me if I still wished to be- 
come a Sister. 








I then began to attend Mass on week 
days but during the winter months I 
grew slack, as the cold mornings were 
none too inviting for one who had quite 


some walking to do. However, I kept 


up pretty well and before long six of 
us formed a group that would meet 
every Sunday evening at the rectory 
I read three volumes of Field Afar 


Storics. Then I read Two Vincentian 
Martyrs, and a little later the Modern 
Martyr. All these books increased my 
longing for the priesthood. 

Later I became a freshman at the 
Catholic High School for boys and 
there a scholastic often spoke to me of 
the priesthood. My mother and father 
thought it best for me to go to High 
School for at least two years, before 
coming to any decision. 





THY 





CORPUS CHRISTI PROCESSION ON THE 
MARYKNOLL COMPOUND 


Théophane Vénard’s life had greatly 
impressed me. I often repeated his 
words, J too will go to Tongking. The 
simplicity of his life and his heroic 
sacrifices urged me to take up the same 
kind of life, so I felt sure that God 
intended me to be a Maryknoller. My 
father then wanted me to study for 
the diocese but God was good in show- 
ing him that He has first claim to 
every soul and that He is the One Who 
appoints our vocation in life. 

Four years have endeared Maryknoll 
to me and I now consider myself “one 
of the family”. 


KINGDOM COME IN THE FAR EAST 


INTER UNITS 


The Secretary of the Normal 
College Mission Unit, Grand Co- 
teau, Louisiana, wrote: 

Perhaps it would interest you to 
know that our last Mission Unit Meet- 
ing was all about Maryknoll. The 
girls knew very little about the mis- 
sions and were anxious to learn all 
they could. The program for our en- 
tertainment included the history of 
Maryknoll, stories from the January 
and February issues of Tue Fietp 
Arar, and letters from Fathers Walsh 
and Chin. We must tell you, Father, 
how very proud we are to think that 
we Americans too have a Catholic For- 
cign Mission Society. 





We received a request for our 
China slides from the Diocesan 
Office of the Propagation of the 
Faith, Belleville, IIl.: 

In order that we may make 
advance preparation for the 
lecture, China the Land of 
Four Hundred Million Souls, 
which we plan to use here 
during the month of April, 
may I ask you kindly to rush 
to me the syllabus for this 
lecture? We will have copies 
made of it and distribute them 
at the schools and institutions 
where the lecture is to be 
shown so that the pupils may 
familiarize themselves with 
the text of it before the lec- 
ture is given. 





With the renewal of 
their subscriptions to THE 
Fretp Arar, Mount St. 
Vincent College and Academy, 
Halifax, N. S., wrote: 

We find the Fretp Arar an excellent 
magazine and wish to compliment the 
Fathers and Sisters on the wonderful 
work they are doing for God. 

The Father Cote Mission Cir- 
cle at La Salette Seminary, Alta- 
mont, N. Y., wrote: 

The stereopticon slides entitled, Mary- 
knoll in China, proved most interest- 
ing, especially so, because we are using 
Maryknoll Mission Letters for spiritual 
reading. 
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| Maryknoll Sponsors 




















ROM Upper Darby, Pa., several 

large cartons of useful gifts found 
their way to the Circle Desk recently. 
Yes, they were from the St. Lawrence 
Mission Circle —mentioned before in 
these columns. 

Among many fine things were some 
needful in the offering of the Holy 
Sacrifice. 








Among Bishop Walsh’s Chinese sem- 
inarians is one who is month by month 
being sponsored by Our Lady Queen 
of Purgatory Circle, in Los Angeles. 
Regularly since 1927 a check has come 
from them “for our Native 
Seminarian”’, 

Recently, we received word of their 
annual election of officers, but we no- 
ticed that two of the former officers 
were re-elected and will still carry on 
their generous service. May God bless 
them! 


marked 





Our little refrain—“Stringless gifts 
are best, because they can be applied 
where the pinch is the tightest”—has 
been taken up by many Circlers; and 
last month we were happy to route to 
our Treasurer’s desk gifts of that va- 
ricty from St. Paul’s Circle, of Mil- 
waukee; St. Lawrence O’Toole Circle, 
Brewster, N. Y.; St. Joseph Maria Cir- 
cle, Pawtucket, R.I.; and Sacred Heart 
Auxiliary of St. Caroline’s Circle, Val- 
ley Stream, L. I. 





Sponsoring a catechist is the special 
work of the Chi Rho Circle, of Des 
Moines, Iowa. They undertook this 
task several years ago, and have ever 
since been faithful to their “protégé”. 
His expenses for several months will 
not have to be worried about, for an- 
other check from the Circle has found 
its way to us. 





Have you ever made bandages for 
use in our Mission Dispensaries? Well, 
it’s lots of fun at Circle or Sodality 
meetings. Try it some time and you 
will agree with us. 

Our Mother of Perpetual Help Cir- 
cle, of Brooklyn; St. Joseph Maria 
Circle, of Pawtucket, R. I.; and the 


THE 


St. Francis Medical Mission Unit, of 
Hartford, Conn., make them expertly. 
We are glad to record that several car- 
tons of bandages came from these Cir- 
cles during the month; and will soon 
be shipped off for use somewhere in 
China. 


For that “extra effort” during Lent, 
we suggested to our Circlers that the 
Missioners’ Support Fund was sig- 
nalling SOS. 

Five of the Circles responded nobly ; 
not wishing to hear that any mission- 
er’s rice pot had stopped boiling. Our 
grateful acknowledgment goes to St. 
Anthony Circle, East Milton, Mass. ; 
St. Caroline’s Circle, Woodhaven, L. 
I.; St. Brigid’s Circle, of Brooklyn; 
the Maryknoll Club, Hamilton, Ohio; 
and St. Robert’s Circle, of Newark, N. J. 





The members of the St. Francis 
Xavier Circle, of Philadelphia, like 
their missioner-patron, believe that no 
effort is too great for the Master’s 
Cause. 


The Field Afar for life, $50. 








Sponsoring a missioner and a cate- 
chist ; sending household and other sup- 
plies to the Home Knoll, as well as to 
the missions, are only some of the 
things that these zealous mission lovers 
are doing. 


The Chalet 


O some who have been initi- 

ated (with no involved cere- 
mony) as Maryknoll Circlers, 
The Chalet will not be a strange 
term. 

The Chalet, which bears above 
its doorway the Maryknoll insig- 
nia, the Chi Rho, was construct- 
ed, or better reconstructed, for 
the exclusive use of our Mary- 
knoll Circlers. It served this pur- 
pose admirably until our good Sis- 
ters became so numerous that they 
took possession of the house one 
day and hung on for their lives 
until the completion of their new 
Mother-House released them. 

Again the Chalet is free, and in 
fine condition to welcome our vis- 
itors this coming season. 











THOSE OF OUR CIRCLERS WHO HAVE ENJOYED THE HOSPITALITY 
OF THE MARYKNOLL CHALET WILL AGREE THAT THIS PICTURE DOES 


NOT DO IT FULL JUSTICE. 


SURROUNDED BY 


WOODS, ITS. RUSTIC 


CHARM IS A WELCOME REST FROM THE GLARE OF CITY PAVEMENTS 


CHARITY OF CHRIST PRESSETH US, 
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Rice Pot Bubbles 





Fr. Robert 


Worcester, Mass., 


J. Cairns, 


once of 
and before that 
of Bonny Scotland, is is known to his 


friends as “Sandy”. Now pastor 
of the Maryknoll Sunchong mis- 
sion in South China, Fr. Sandy 
constitutes himself spokesman of 
Maryknoll gratitude to all our 
friends for rice and “the fixins” 


N these times when Maryknoll, like 
so many of its friends, is having dif- 
ficulty in “making ends meet”, Wills 
continue to be a strong source of en- 
couragement in this American. mission 
venture for God and souls. 

It sometimes happens that our files 
do not reveal any previous record of 
the testator’s interest in Maryknoll, and 
we wonder how he or she came to know 
of our work; but then we recall that 
it is God’s work, not “ours”, and His 
grace in generous souls knows limits 
of neither time nor space. 

Five Wills containing a remembrance 
of Maryknoll matured last month, and 
we were notified of legacies in six 
others. 





Only one Stringless Gift reached our 
hilltop last month, the welcome dona- 
tion of a benefactor in St. Paul, Minn. 

The sole fly in the ointment was the 
embarrassment of selecting the “most 
urgent” among so many needs calling 
for just the relief this Stringless Gift 
would bring. 





From the McCaddin-McQuirk Foun- 
dation for Sacerdotal Education, in 
New York City, Maryknoll again re- 
ceived aid in the training of its as- 
pirant apostles. 





The yearly support of a Native Sem- 
inarian in our Bishop Walsh’s South 
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China Kongmoon field came from a 
friend in Chicago, IIl. 





A gift for the maintenance of an 
Old Folk’s Home in one of our Man- 
churian missions was received from 


Los Angeles, Calif. 





The privilege of Sponsoring two of 
our Christbearers in fields afar ap- 
pealed to apostolic hearts in Rochester, 
N. Y., and Philadelphia, Pa. 





“Rice and the fixings” were assured 
for a year to two Native Catechists in 
Maryknoli missions by benefactors in 
Pontiac, Mich., and Newark, N. J. 

A share in the labors for souls of 
these zealous lay apostles means no 
small increase in spiritual riches. 

Maryknoll Annuities, benefiting both 
the investors and our work, were se- 
cured by friends in Los Angeles, Calif., 
and San Diego, Calif. 





Another donation towards the Chapel 
of St. John the Evangelist in the Bish- 
op Hoban Memorial at our Venard 
Preparatory College came from a priest 
friend in Boston, Mass. 





The donor of the Statue of Our 
Lady of Maryknoll has made a further 
gift towards the expense of the grace- 
ful Oriental kiosk which now shelters 
the Queen of Apostles and her Divine 
Son. 


PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES 
Living: Reverend Friends, 6; E: J. 





PO ee. FS AV Os. V8 G. 
M. K. and Relatives; H. A. R. and 
Relatives; J. F. K. and Relatives; M. 








PERPETUAL 
ASSOCIATES 


IFTY dollars, paid 

within two years (fifty 
cents a week will accoms 
plish this ),secures a paid 
up Maryknoll insurance 
of the spiritual order — 
including a life subscrips 
tion to THE FIELD AFAR. 











THAT THEY MAY KNOW THEE, 


C. M. and Relatives; G. B. and Rela- 
tives; A. T. C.; J. F. B.; Mr. and Mrs, 
C. H. and Relatives; M. and S. McG.; 
A. L. S. and Relatives; M. M. and 
Relatives; Relatives of Mrs. D.; Mrs. 
F, H. and Family; J. G. and Family; 
H, Bo and M, A. S:2 V.A. Ps TM. 
L.; C. McE. and Relatives; Sr. M. R. 
of St. A.; M. J. McM. and Relatives; 
aot: be. K 





Deceased: Reverend Friend, 1; 
Catherine N. Stevens; Patrick F. Cum- 
mings; Cyril Goddard; Catherine T. 
Russell; William P. Salbreiter, M. D.; 
Elizabeth C. Vaughan; Paul Armour, 


STUDENT BURSES 


A burse is a sum of money drawing 
yearly interest which is applied to the 
board, housing and education of astu- 
dent at the Maryknoll Seminary, or at 
one of its Preparatory Colleges in the 
United States. 


FOR THE MAJOR SEMINARY 


($5,000 each) 
MICHAEL J. EGAN MEMORIAL 
BURSE 





Sh awisa'e & Mashekewescn M5ebOd0 
SE, TERRE TRGEEP 0 <sckcnwavaee 4,123.83 
St. Anthony Burse.oidwicscnces » 9,05413 
Kate McLaughlin Memorial Burse 4,050.00 
St. Francis of Assisi Burse, No. 1. 4,000.00 
Ay St | ae” TT re $4,000.00 
Curé of Ars Burse....... Sieaeein 3,947.05 
Dunwoodie Seminary Burse....... 3,611.94 
I tO AOE cdinice ok Sh osca Sennen 3,000.00 
St. Vincent de Paul Burse, No. 2 3,000.00 
ENE AA MEIBE. 45 uk a see ee ea eae - 2,853.30 
Bishop Molloy Burse.........+.++ 2,851.00 
Byrne Memorial Burse........+++ 2,800.25 
Holy Child Jesus Burse.......... 2,751.85 
DE; MESCMEOL. SUUTOR x05 oss 0.005000 2,500.00 
Marywood College Burse......... 2,425.50 
Our Lady of Mt. Carmel Burse... 2,256.19 
Our Lady of Lourdes Burse...... 2,248.63 
Duluth Diocese Burse............ 2,211.70 
Archbishop Ireland Burse......... 2,101.00 
SE: AOWURIC BUTE. 50.3 05005)s'50 5 1,900.19 
Bernadette of Lourdes Burse..... 1,872.59 
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart 
DR wawehe rh tte saserenia teense 1,729.06 
Immaculate Conception, Patron of 
Ammeried, TUS. s<60ccscscsescae 1,476.28 
SE Nes NUE soo 6008 6ck s disses 1,455.88 
Fr. Nummey Burse of Holy Child 
Jesus Parish of Richmond Hill.. 1,402.55 
St. Francis Xavier Burse........ 1,389.38 
St. Francis of Assisi, No. 2 _— 1,137.10 
Se. John Baptist Burse.........- 1,077.11 
M ee 1,000.00 
TEs) I OREIIDE, TOUT BR ss os n'0155- sis 0 0 \0 919.65 
Sacred Heart Seminary Burse.... 850.00 
BEC INNS & co oa aban ache anne 771.65 
Children of Mary Burse........+ : 654.70 
RE; DINTPNTE TEBE. oan ss a0 se 502 60.25 
Dh. Firs Ael BOISE: 060600. s000 600.70 
St. Joseph Burse, No. 2. ..2scc0e 596.20 
Holy Family Burse.......... saees 576.25 
St. Jonn oF AVC Burst... 0cceceses 501.61 
The Holy Name Rurse.....eeseee 470.65 
St. Louis Archdiocese Burse..... ‘. 420.00 
= TREE BCE . x e506 sn 006 item 388.25 
John B. de la Salle Burse..... 269.00 
a ae Se 260.78 
Rev. Georae M. FitzGerald Burse.. ; 233.00 
St. John Berchmans Burse...... oe 201.00 
Tesus Christ Crucified Burse...... 190.50 
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19! 
9 ee b aidigisieielers es 157.00 
. Peter a aul Burse........ 150.0 
St. Peter Burge.....2+. siieelenaie pe pe 
Queen of the Rosary Burse...... 100.00 OPEN TO BENEFACTORS 
FOR ~~ CCASIONALLY we are asked—usually in view of a 
($5,000 each) Memorial Offering—to give a list of “what Maryknoll 
IN HONOR OF THE SACRED needs most.” The answer is difficult, but the adoption of 
HEARTS OF JESUS, MARY, e e 
AND JOSEPH BURSE....... 4,802.00 any suggestion mentioned below would be very welcome. 
Sacred erent of Jesus Burse (Re- 
SOTUCH): 0.6)0:0:0'0 6.010.680 0.0.0 4.00 68,010 4,500.00 
S1G” BUTSC TI 4 oc v.0:0:0.0;.0:916:01910 60000 1,851.60 emi i cae e = 
Bl. Théophane Vénard Burse..... 1,726.80 S mneiantaic Library. ite - $25,000 Mission Catechu 
Rt. Rev. Michael J. Hoban Me- Seminary Refectory.. 15,000 MIN, ocsinisccciceus 2,000 
VOTAGL. MRAUBE ss '6 6 :4:4,5 9:6:6/01010,6:0105 1,231.00 x ° —_— e 
Bl. Virgin Mary Sodality Burse... 1,000.00 Seminary Mission Dispensary ... .1,500 
—o* Circle Burse (Los sales Recreation Hali.... 15,000 Native Student Burse ..1,500 
eee cere ee eecesecescens . e i 4 veedy 
> pater a w6le 16 510'9.619.4'0,0105610 693.32 Seminary Kitchen... . 10,000 Chapel or Oratory 1.000 
Archbishop Homma tiarcticedind) 404s College (Venard) tae 
St. Philomena Burse........-.... 215.00 Library Raed oe siete teseaus 10,000 — oe meee. 
Ven. Philippine Duchesne Burse.. 136.30 : or College) ee rere cee OU 
Floly ‘Ghost Butee ss. s,.s00<.0s0000 133.00 College (Venard) z 
Immaculate Conception Burse..... 119.00 Science Hall 10,000 Student’s Room 
St. Margaret Mary Burse......... 112.00 Coll ge (Ven “d) ees ’ (Seminary) See 500 
Rees olle ar 
tOn hand, but not available, t t 2 i 
nase oo - — a a 
— ollege (Venar : . ” 
NATIVE STUDENT BURSES Gymnasium ....... 10,000 a “ paces ieee sara . 
$1,500 placed at interest will enable College (Venard) Cubicle (Co ege) yells = 
our missioners to keep one Chinese Study re 8.006 Mission Support (Native 
aspirant to the priesthood at a semi- ’ ° 
nary in China. issi Catechist) ........... 180 
issioner Sponsor 
s e . Tv on 
SLeSSRD SACRAMENT BURGE igen Foundation........ 8,000 Mission Support (Native ‘ 
SS. Ann and John Burse......... 1,250.00 Seminary or College Teacher) eee tee eens 150 
Tattle: Flower: BAUrse s:5.<.0:3.0:0:60:4:00:0' 233.28 Cr — 
naa ayes sein ag ye Classroom......... 6,009 —_ Support wee 
Mater Admirabilis Burse......... 1,083.00 eminarian)......... 
Blessed Théophane Vénard Native College (Venard) —— ) ° 
ergy Burse (Reserved)....... 1,000.00 1 ee ee ’ ission Suppor ative 
ae tg - 900.G6u a — = . “ PY , - , 
Souls in Purgatory Burse........ 807.75 Student Burse (Seminary Sister) i iy 106 
Mary Mother God Burse.......- 808. <i 
Cri _ ino fr s Ne i — or College)........ 5,000 a noe,” 
illen-Blé i 0.00 ehi CPP CCU AE. 1. ccs. 
Mecttnal pre le "aie. nnnsgced ong Catechist Burse Se eee 3,000 P : a 
St. Patrick Burse.....++.+++0++0- 254.00 Missiener House Membership (6 Years) 5 
. . UPTSE. cece cccescccccccececs ° 
—— or School ......... 2,500 Membership (yearly)... 1 
BLESSED ARE THE DEAD WHO 
DIE IN THE LORD 
* y e e Se 
WE ask prayers for the repose (Membership includes subscription to The 
of the souls of the following Field Afar. Membership with participation 
deceased friends of the mission in spiritual advantages may be applied to the 
cause: deceased.) 
Rt. Rev. Msgr. M. R. Burns; Rt. 
i ? - A. ani ie Address: The V. Reverend Superior General 
{sgr. M. J. Fitzsimmons; Rev. J. A. f . 
Keough; Mother Mary Dunlevy; Sr. Maryknoll ° New York 
Maria Teresa Callahan; A. Schofield ; 














Mrs. M. Moran; M. Moran; J. Clonan ; 


Mrs. J. J. Fanning; Mrs. M. O’Keefe; 
H. A. Stelter; Mr. Barrow; M. Hayes; 
Louis M. Grant; Ellen Newcomb; T. 
P. Sheehan ; Mrs. B. Reynolds; Kath- 
leen Earley; Mrs. S. Ward; K. M. 
Kiely; D. F. Carey; B. Dickson; Mrs. 
S. Farrelly; M. M. Dietrich; Mrs. 
Mary O’Connor; Mrs. E. J. O’Brien; 
Mrs. M. Oldiges; J. Neuner; J. G. 


Murphy; Miss Quinn; Julia Russell; 
Dr. Geo. Deeley; Mr. Mulligan; Mrs. 
Mary Whalen; E. M. Freeman; Mrs. 
P. J. King; Mrs. Annie O’Neill; Mrs. 
Helena Roesing: Mrs. A. Fontaine; 
Anna Porter; John Devlin; Mrs. An- 
nie Cullinane; Francis Tierney ; Thom- 
as Mallon; Carl Grissler; Mary Mor- 
gan; Mrs. Margaret Maraghy; Mary 


C. Dakin; Hannah O’Brien; Joseph 
E. Schalk; Mrs. Mary Huber; Mrs. 
Catherine Quinn; J. W. Kimlinger; 
Mrs. U. Legault; W. Higgins; J. B. 
Carroll; Cyril Goddard ; Catherine Mc- 
Gooray; J. J. Reilly; Helen MacKen- 
ney; Anne Riley; Henry Farrington; 
Marguerite English; Mrs. Margaret 
Thomann. , 





AS WE ALSO HAVE KNOWN THEE, 























‘ORDINATION— 
GRADUATION— 


@ < 


PARTING— 


Attractive Gifts for These Occasions at Prices 
to Fit all Pocket Books 





A truly beautiful gift. 
BLUEGOWNS 


The paper and binding are of 
superior quality, and the cover 
is rich in oriental coloring. 
The contents are thirty-six sto- 
ries of the missions, by the well 
known writer, Alice Dease. The 
stories are based on facts, but 
are as entertainingly written as 
the best modern fiction. Thirty- 
two full-page illustrations add 
to the charm. 


$1.50, postpaid 





In these handsome volumes, Amer- 
ican apostles of today tell their hap- 
py and heroic story of soul-saving. 
They give, too, much information 
on conditions in primitive China, far 
from the port cities. The books 
are models of bookmaking, richly 
bound and generously illustrated. 
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$3.00 per volume 
Two volumes, $5.00 





BELOW A DOLLAR 


These books are cloth-bound 
and are exceptional values 
in every wuy. 





FIELD AFAR STORIES, 
VOLUMES I, Ii, Ili 


“Tt would be difficult to find a more 
attractive series whose purpose is to 
arouse interest in mission work. The 
illustrations help to make the books 
artistic.” —Boston Transcript 
About 160 pages and 


16 illustrations, each 
Each, 85 cents, postpaid 
3 vols., $2.25, postpaid 





THOUGHTS FROM 
MODERN MARTYRS 


Stimulating selections from the let- 
ters of three lovable young martyrs 
of the last century—Fathers de Bret- 
enieres, Dorie, and Vénard—together 
with sketches of their lives. 


112 pages 3 illustrations 


50 cents, postpaid 





FELIX WESTERWOUDT, 
MISSIONER IN BORNEO 


The story of a gay, lovable lad who 
became a hardworking, mortified, but 
always happy missioner among a 
primitive people in the forests of 
3orneo. It contains more inspiration 
to the page than is usually found. 


115 pages 8 illustrations 


85 cents, postpaid 








Father Price brought out the Eng- 
lish edition, as a means of spreading 
devotion to our Immaculate Mother 
through her little client, Bernadette. 

The present lot is printed on ex- 
cellent paper and bound in blue cloth, 
richly stamped in dark blue and gold. 
There are 263 pages of text and 14 
halftone illustrations. The books are 
exceptional 11 every way and are 
particularly suitable for gifts. The 
edition is limited. 

$2.00, postpaid 


DOLLAR BIOGRAPHIES 


Inspiring subjects, well printed 
and attractively bound in cloth 








A MODERN MARTYR 


Life and letters of BI. Théophane 
Vénard, who went smiling to death 
in Tongking, in 1861. 
241 pages 15 illustrations 


AN AMERICAN MISSIONARY 
Life and letters of Fr. Judge, S.J., 
missioner in Alaska in gold-rush days. 

293 pages 16 illustrations 


FATHER PRICE 


Biographical sketch of the co-founder 
of Maryknoll, home missioner in Caro- 
lina, foreign missioner in China. 

91 pages Map 9 illustrations 


FOR THE FAITH 
Life of Fr. Just de Bretenieres, be- 
headed in Korea in 1866. Appendix 
on the establishment of Christianity. 
180 pages 16 illustrations 


THE MARTYR OF FUTUNA 


Bl. Peter Chanel, the shepherd boy 
who became a shepherd of souls and 
was martyred in Occania in 1839. 


210 pages 16 illustrations 


TWO VINCENTIAN MARTYRS 


Combined biographies of Bl. Clet and 
Bl. Perboyre, crucified in China in 
1820 and 1840. 


182 pages 16 illustrations 





The Field Afar Office 


Maryknoll, New York 














THAT THERE IS NO GOD 












































ERENCE ANE EAT AREAS NADEEM 


Catholic World Atlas 


A Thing Prodigiously Fine 


This is the caption which the Rev. John Cavanaugh, C.S.C., 
former President of Notre Dame, gives to his review of the 
Catholic World Atlas in his weekly survey “Among the New 
Books.’’ The following is part of his review: 


“T find something uncannily appropriate in the title. Atlas sup- 
porting the World isn’t a more crushing thought than a pattent 
German scholar creating such an Atlas for the world-wide Catholic 
Church. It gives you by name all the dioceses of the Church through- 
out the world, the number of the faithful as well as the general 
population in each diocese, and in fine just such information as the 
Catholic Ecclesiastical Directory gives us about our own country. 
This despite the fact that big as this Atlas is, it is comparatively 
small indeed, if one puts it beside others that we have. There is a 
remarkably concise and well-written statement about the national 
and international and purely religious conditions in the various 
countrics treated. I need not add that maps constitute one of the 
absolutely perfect merits of a book like this. Each map is a master- 
piece of cartography—a real work of art, as well as a work of 
science and scholarship. I am aware that such a production as this 
is not an absolute necessity for every priest in the world, but I 
am sure that great numbers of them would make an effort to secure 
a copy of it, if they realised its merits. It is something of a com- 
monplace to say about a book of this kind that every institutional 
and parochial library at Icast should possess it. That statement is 
absolutely true in this case.” 


Reduced Price: $10.00 Postpaid 


THE SOCIETY for the PROPAGATION of the FAITH 
109 East 38th Street New York, N.Y. 








OF INTEREST TO CATHOLIC ALUMNI 


Seon are only a few Classrooms in our Major Seminary at Ossin- 
ing, N. Y., and we hope that all will be taken as memorials. 


Would one appeal to some group of Catholic Alumni or Alumnae? 
This would be a worth while expression of gratitude to God for the 
inestimable benefits of a Catholic education. The cost of such a class- 
room is six thousand dollars. 











Pins X School of Liturgical Music 


COLLEGE OF THE SACRED HEART 


133rd Street and Convent Avenue 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 


SUMMER SCHOOL FOR 1932 
TUESDAY, JULY 5th — SATURDAY, AUGUST 13th 








BESIDE THEE, O LORD. 


| Reduced 
Summer Fares...to 


JAPAN 


AND 


CHINA 


ReEpDuceD FARES 
on Empress of Asia and Empress 
of Russia... the largest, fastest 
liners plying the Direct Express 
route! Still further reductions 
for summer round trips. 

REDUCED ROUND TRIP 
FARES, also, on Empress of Japan 
(the Pacific’s queen-ship for size 
and speed) and her running 
mate, Empress of Canada. They 
sail via Honolulu, connecting 
there with San Francisco and 
Los Angeles sailings. 

All “Empresses” have, natu- 
rally, luxurious First Class. Also 
an ultra-fine Tourist Class...at 
correspondingly lower rates. 








“Empress” sailings are from 
Vancouver (trains direct to 
ship-side) and Victoria: 

Fastest by Direct Express 
Empress of Asia. .June 18—Aug. 13 
Empress of Russia....September 10 
Fastest Via Honolulu 


Empress of Japan..June 5—July 30 
Empress of Canada...... August 27 


Information, reservations, 
from your own agent, or Can- 
adian Pacific offices in New 
York, Philadelphia, Chicago, 
Montreal and 31 other cities in 
United States and Canada. 


CANADIAN 
PACIFIC 














Sponsors for a Great (Cause 











Fr To you, dear Reader: R 


Making the usual allowance of five readers for each copy of a 
magazine, The Field Afar is estimated to have well on to half a million 
readers—surely a gratifying and enviable circulation. 


Maryknoll, or, to give its corporate title, the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, seeks among these thousands of its Field 
Afar readers SPONSORS for a growing army of missioners, some in 
training, others on the field. 

These valiant American soldiers of the Cross are giving them- 
selves, but they must be sponsored at least to the extent of 365 dol- 
lars a year—one dollar a day—for each. 


Do we expect too much if we seek among our thousands of 


readers— 
200 to sponsor one Maryknoller for one year. 
200 to sponsor one Maryknoller six months. 
400 to sponsor one Maryknoller for one month. 
3,000 to sponsor one Maryknoller for one week. 
5,000 to sponsor one Maryknolier for one day. 


A A A 

You may say, “That is not asking much, and many will surely 
be found to give a dollar and more. Maryknoll does not need my 
small gift.”? This is what a large percentage of well intentioned read- 
ers usually think. 

To you, dear reader, we say we not only need you, but we will 
give a warm welcome to your response, be it small or large. So, let 
us hear from you, and may the Master of these apostles bless your 
resolutions. 


Sincerely, 


ee A teunLeZe. 
C Superior General, Maryknoll 

















PETER J. CAREY & SONS, INC., PRINTERS, N. Y. 





























